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Band ELANDE, 


Eldeſt Son to the Right Honourable the 


Marquiſs of Hallifax. 


My Lo RD, 
r was not without a great deal 
of Debate with my ſelf, that I 
W couldreſolve to make this Preſent 
| to your Lordſhip: For tho' Epi- 
ſtles dedicatory be lately grown ſo epidemical, 


that, either ſooner or later, no Man of Quality - 


(whom the leaſt Author has the leaſt Pre- 
tence to be troubleſome to) can eſcape them 
yet methought Your Lordſhip ſhould be 
as much above the common Perplexities 

A 3 that 
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Verſat ion, had particular cauſe to be proud 


Ceneraſity will overthrow the ignobleſs Envy; 


a 
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that attend your Quality, as You are a- 


bove the common Level of it, as well in 
the moſt Exalted Degrees of a Noble Ge- 
nerous Spirit, as in a piercing Apprehen- 
fion, good Underſtanding, and daily ripen- 
ing Judgment, all ſweetned by an obliging 


' Aﬀability and Condeſcenſion; of which I 


Rave often, in the Honour of Your Con- 


and for which, therefore, a more than ordi- 
nary Reaſon, now, to be Grateful. 

And it is upon that Pretence, I here ꝓre- 
fume to ſhelter this Trifle under Vour Pro- 
tection; for indeed, it has great need of 
ſuch Protection: having at its firſt caming 
into the World met with many Enemies, 


and very induſtrious ones too; but this 


way I was ſure it muſt live: Null N but 
ones vouchſafe to eſpouſe its Defence, 'whoſe 


awhoſe good Nature cannot but confound the 
oft 1nveterate Malice; and whoſe Wit muß 
1. the ſaucieſt Ignorance. 
My Lord, it would but argue me of the 
dene n and Formality, to 
| 2 pretend 


happy few, whom You have pick'd and 
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pretend here an Harangue of thoſe Praiſes 
Vou deſerve: For he who tells the World 


whoſe Son You are, has 'faid enough to | 


thoſe who do not know You ; and the 


choſen for your Converfation, cannot but 


every hour You are pleaſed to beſtow upon 


them, be ſenſible of more than J could tell 
them in a Volume : Your Lordſhip being 
the beſt Panegyrick upon your ſelf; the 
Son of that Great Father of his Country, 
who when all manner of "Confuſion, Ruin, 
and Deſtruction, was breaking in upon us, 
Jike the Guardian Angel of theſe King - 
doms, ſtood up ; und with the Tongue of 

an Angel too, confounded the Subtilties. 
of that Infernal Serpent, who would have 
debauched us from our Obedience, and 
turned our Eden into a Wildernefs. Cer- 
tainly bis Name muft be for ever Ho- 
nourable, Precious his Memory, and Happy 
His Generation, who durft exert his Loyal- 
ty, when it was grown almoſt a Reproach 


to have any, and ſtem a Torrent of Fa- 


hows. popular Fury, and fermenting Re- 
Th A 4 | 2 


| \ 
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An, to the preſerving of the beſt of 
Kings in his Throne, and the happieſt of 
People in their Liberties. 
May he live long to compleat the N 
parations he has made in our Defence; ſtill 
by the ſtrength of his Judgment, to fore- 
' lee thoſe Evils that may yet threaten us, 
and by the Power of his Wiſdom to pre- 
vent them; to root out the Footing and 
Foundations of the King's open (nay, and 
boſome) Enemies; As a watchful, bold, 
and ſincere Counſellor to his Maſter; to be 
a Driver of Treacherous, Grinning, Self- 
ended Knaves, Infinuating Spies, and uſe. 
leſs unprofitable! Fools from his Service: A 
Patron and Promoter of Honeſty, Merit, 
and Ability, which elſe too often, by neg- 
le&, are corrupted to their Contraries. 
In fine, to continue (as he is) a kind In- 
dulgent Father to Your Lordſhip, ſo.much 
every: way his Son, and fit to Inherit his 
Honours, as,. in the ſtrong and ſhining Vir- 
tues of Your Mind, the fit and ſteady diſ- 
poſition of Your Loyalty, the. Goodneſs 
W obligipg Temper of Your. Nature, /is 
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The Dep1carion x 
apparent; by which, only I muſt ever hum- 
bly confeſs, and no preſumptive Merit of 
my own, I have been incouraged to take 
this Opportunity of telling the World how 
i11 WF much I deſire to be thought 


ad Your Lordſhip's 
nd | reve 


f- Humble Servant to be commanded, 
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PROLOG UE 


Hough Plays and 1 ne er hid more NY 
Neer were good Prologues harder to be found, 
To me the Cauſe ſeems eas ly underſtood: 
| For there are Poets prove not very good, 
5 Who, like baſe Sign- Poſt Dawbevs, wanting Still, 
Sͤ.teal from great Maſter's Hands, and Copy ill, 
Thus, if by Chance, before a noble Feaſt 
Of Gen'rous Wit, to whet and fit your Taſte, 
Some poignant Satyr in a Prologue riſe, 
And growing Vices handſomly chaſtiſe; 
Each Poetafter thence preficmes on Real es, 
Lind ever after calls ye downright Fools. 
Theſe Marks deſcribe him. 
Writing by rote; ſmall Wit, or none to ſpare;- 
Fangle and Chime's his Study, Toil and Care: 
He always in one Line upbraids the Age; 
And a. good Reaſon. why ; it Rhymes to Stage. 
With Wit and Pit he keeps a hideous Pother; * 
Sure to be damm d by One, for want of Toter: 
But if by Chance, he get the French Word Raillery; 
Lord, bu he fegwes the Vizor Maſques with Gallery! 
Is ſaid, Aſtrologers ſtrange Wonders find 
To come, in two great Planets lately join d. 
From our two Houſes joining, 'moft will hold. 
Vaſt Deluges of Dulneſs were forerold. 
Poor Holborn Ballads now being born away 


By Tides of duller Madrigals lan ghey 3 
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Jockeys kn Jennehe Jr 65 Nectberh Pre, 
While Lowſje Theſpis chaunts at Country Fairs 
Politick Ditties, full of Stage Debate, 

And Merry Catches, how to Rule the State. | 
Vicars negle& their Flocks, to turn Tranſlators; 
And Barley-water Whey-fac d Beau's write Sat yrs 
Though none can gueſs to which moſt Praiſe belongs. 
To the Learu d Verſions, Scandals, or tbe Songs. 
For all things now by Contraries ſucceed; 

Of Wit or. Virtue there's no longer need: 

Beauty ſubmits to him who loudlieft railss. 

She fears the ſawcy Fop. and he prevail. 

Lett him rendunce all Honeſty, and riſe. 

Villains and Paraſites Succeſs will gain; 

But in the Court of Wit, -ſhalb Duineſt roign # 

No: Let th angry Squire give his Tambicks o'er; 
Twirl Crevat- firings, but write Lampoons no more; 
Rhymeſters ger Wit, ere they pretend to ſhew it, 
Nor think a Game at Crambee makes a Poet: 

Elſe is nur Author hopeleſs of Sweeeſs, 

But then his Study ſhall be next #im+ beſs - 
Hell nd out Ways to your Applauſe more eaſoes 
hat is, white worſe and worſe, vill he can pl i 
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Father e to dar . Mr. Lab. 
Beaugard. Mr. Betterton. 
Courtins. Mr. Smith... 
Daredevil, ' Mr. Under hill. 
 Theodoret, © ' Mr. Wilthhite. 
Gratian. | Mr. Perin. 
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Dramati ; Perſon . 


Roſard, Gratian's Man. Mr. Saunders. 
I, e Man. . Richards. 
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W. 0 M E N. 
kc 6 | Me . Davy — 
Lucretis. Mrs. Buser. | 
Sylvia, Courtine's Wiſe. Mrs. Carrer — 


Mrs. Furni ſb, an Exchange- "eh Mrs. Oiborn.. 


Woman. 
Phillis, Porcia's Woman. Mrs. Pertivok 


Chloris, Lucretia's Woman. Mrs. Norris. 


Six Ruffians, W a Dwarf, and 
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| Ever Beaugard abd bi Father 


BEAUGARD 


IR., I fay, and again, no | Matriminy; 
= I'll not be noos'd. - Why, I beſeech you 
Sir, tell me plainly and fairly, what have 1 
| done, that I deſerve to be marry'd | 
Y © Fath. Why Sauce-box, I, your old Fa- 
| ther, was marry'd before you were born, 
4 \ Bea.” pry Sir, and 1 thank you,” the next thi⸗ you 
did, was, you begor me; the Conſequence of which was 
ks follows; As ſoon us I was born, you ſent me to Nurſe, 


— 4 3 
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Ting Common ; as foon . 1 was 


ight be rid of me, you ſent me to © 
cnt you might = Qiſh'd and Coed a thick-fiſted kg 


head, that cbuld not read Himfelt; where I learn'd 1 
Letters, ,nor got no Meat, but ſuch as the old Succubus 
his Wife bought at a ſtinking Price, ſo over run with Ver- 
min, that it us'd to craW1 home ufter her. 

Fath. Sirrah, it was the more nouriſhing, and made 
. ſuch young, idle Whoreſons as you fat, fat, you Rogue. I 
demember the young Dog t twelve Tears old had a broad, 
Kining, puft, Bacon Facd, like a Chetubim ; and now he 
won't marry. 

Bean. My next Removal was home again; and then 
you did not'khow hat to do with me further, till after 
s Twelvemonth's Deliberation, out of abundance of Fa- 
therly Affection and Care of your * ·˖·[ͤ; you very Ci» 
vily 200 foirly turnd me out of your Doors 

Fath. Tie impudent, ter magit, unruly Varlet cebell'd 
with too much Plenty, and took up Arms aud my. 
Concubine. Turn'd you out of my 51 

Beau. Ves, turn d me out of Doors, Sir. 

Fath. Had I not reafon, Maſter Hector? 

Beau, As 1 had then, To hive 1 now tod, Sir, more 
Manners 25 to dif] Ay wat the Pleaſure of a Father. 

Taub. „ thir's the truth 
on't; the 2 — — pretty Fellow, if I could 
but perſwade him to mary. 

Beau. Turn d out of Doors as I was, you may remem- 

„Sir, you gave me not a Shilling ; my und 
mV Virtue was all I had to truſt to. 

Fath. Bleſs us all! Induſtry and Virtue, quoth a! 2 

J have a very virtuous Son and Heir of 


Truth on't, 
good Uncle, who now, Perce be 


© Beau, Till at laſt a 
with his Soul, ſleeps with his Fathers, beſtow'd a Porti- 
on of two hundred Pounds u with wa I took 
Shipping, and fer Sail for the Coat ef Pontus 
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Fab. Phat is to y. you wert to the Wirs, to learn 
the bert Arts of Murder, 


, Butning, Riviſh- 


ing, and a few other neceſſary Accompliſhmeiits Tor @. 4 


young Gentſemen to ſet up a Lychhbood withal, in this 
Civil Government, where (Heay'n be prais d) none of 
thoſe Virturs need grow ruſty, 5 
Bowe. Sir, 1 dope L have brought you no Dihondu 
Path. Nay, the Seanderbeg-Moitkey bas not bebav N 
himſelf unbandfomely, that's. rhe Trath of the Hus heiß z. 
But the Varlet won't marry: the Dog has pot two thou 
ſand Pound a Year left him by an old curmudgeonly mou 
dy Uncle, and I can't perfovade him to inirry. 36 
Bean. Sir, that Turmudgevnly mouldy Und you fprak 
of, was your {elder Brother, and never married in all his 
Life: He dying, bequeath'd me two thouſand Pound a 
Year: You, Sie, the younger Brother, and 
_ — ——— — 
Uh perecive, to me a: bent Ninepence ir 
wiſh — deal of Health, long Life, merry 
it Has itherto ; but for Marriage, it has Yhrivet 
At with my Family already, that Lam reſdl d to 
to do with it. | 
Fath, Here's 2 Rogue! here's a Villain! why, 
ou have loſt all Grace; you have no Duty left; 
— 1 ſhall {re you ag d, 'Sirrah.. — come, let 
me examine you a little, while T think on't: What Reſt 
gion are you | Or Sarge Te * . 
n * ct 
Farb. Oh Lord! 4! here's an Atheiſtical Rog 
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Path. No, Sirrab: but T would have ow 
Git of Cbeichan you we though. * Ou oy: 
Bear. What forr, Sir? '* 

Path. Ay, Sir, what fort,” Sir. 

Brau. Why, of che honeſter fort.. wo 

| > Fah. 


of IT 
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Fiat. As if there were not Knaves of all ſorts! ! 
Biesen. Why then, Sir, if that will ſatisfie you, I am of 
your fort»... * 1 „ 1 : . 
| Feb, Ang that, for ought. you” know, may be of no 
\ at al - $- +: * | t 
1 Bur, Sir, to make ſhort of the matter, I am of 
the Religion of my Country, hate Perſecution and Pe- 
nance, love Conformity, which is going to Church once 
a Month, well enough; reſolve. to make this tranſitory 
_ Life as pleaſant and delightful. as 1 can; and for ſome ſo- 
ber Reaſons beſt known to my ſelf, reſolve never to 


Fare 


*. 
| Fach. Look me in the Face; ſtand till, and look me in 
- the Face. So; you won't marry ? 
| Dean No, Sir. 
_ Fath, Ob Lord! ST a . 44 
Beau. But III do ſomething. that ſhall be more for 
your good, and perhaps may you as well. Know- 


Fortune of late has not altogether ſo good-na- 
tur d as ſhe might have been, and that your Revenues are 
ſomething anticipated, be pleas d, Sir, to go home as well 
fatisfy'd as you can, and my Servant ſhall not fail to meet 
you at your Lodgings, with a hundred ſmiling Smock- 
fac'd Guineas within this half Hour: Now who the De- 
vil would marry? 124 Og 
Fah. No Body that has half an Ounce of Brains in his 
Noddle. The ungodly -natur'd Rogue is in the right 
on't; damnably, damnably in the right on't. 

Beat. So, here's. your Father for you-now!  _ 

Fath. But look you Jack now, little Fack, two thou- 
fand Pound a Year! Why thou wilt be a damnable rich 
Rogue now, if thou not marry; tho I know thou 
wilt live bravely and deliciouſly, eat and grink- nobly, 
have always half a dozen honeſt, jolly, ſpirited, 
fpritely Friends about thee, and ſo forth, hah! Then, for 
Marriage, to ſpeak the truth on'c, it is at the beſt but a 
chargeable, vexatious, uneaſie ſort of Life; it ruin d me, 

Fark, utterly ruin'd hy Re old Father, Fack. Thou 
wile be ſure to remember-the hundred Pound, Fackie- 
boys hah? | Foes 


f 
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night. A bundred Guineas|'e © © e! Dbuy Fact. Y 
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Bean. Moſt punctually, Sir. 1 
Fab. Thou ſhalt always, ever now "5 he that is. 
lend thy old Father a hundred Pound, or ſo, upon good 
Ocenſion, Facł, after this: manner, in a Friengly way 

vou muſt make much of your old Daddy, Fact: Bur if a 

thou had'ſt no mind to't, the truth one is, L would never 
| have thee marry. | 

Beau, Not marry, Sir? 2a 

Fath. No. © 7 | „ vi 

Bean. No? n 

Fath. No. A bundred Pound, ack, is a pretty le 
round Sur, 

Beau; If not fall of ſending i its ' 7 
Fab. Then, Fack, it wit. babes Man 
come to me to Harry the Eights Head fin the Back- Strett, 
| bebind my Lodgings: There's a Cup of ſmart Racy Ct 
nary, Fack, will make an old Fellow's Heart as light as a 
Feather. Ab, little Fackie-Rogue, it glorifies through the 
Such and the Nits dance about in't 1 Atoms the 
Sun- ſhine, you y 

Beam. Do n sir? 

Fath. Ay, Man; I have two or three * old W. 
bury Roy ſterers, with delicate red Faces, and bald Crowns, 
that have oblig d me to meet em there; they help'd me 
to ſpend my Eſtate when I was young. and the Rogues 
are prareful, and don't forſake me now I am grawn 
pooriſh and old Almoſt twelve a Clock, Jack. 

Beau. Vil be ſure to remember, Sir. 

Fath. And thou wilt never_marry! 

Beau. Never, I he pe, Sir. 

Fath, Ah, you wicked-hearted Rogue, 1 leer, hed / 
you will do then, that will be worſe; tho'; I thiak, not 
much worſenneither. Would I were a young 2 a- 
gain, but to him Company for one Week or a 1 
remember? See thee again To-morrow, Fach. poor 
Fack ! dainty r r Wench 
at the Bar! Db'uy Fack Ls | 
Beau. Adieu, Facher, ——— n. | k 

Enter Fourbine, DI N 
Four. Did your Honour call ? 5 j Beams 
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| Beau, Take a hundred Gaineas out of the Cabinet, and 


curry em after the old Gentleman to his Place of Ren- nel 
dezvous, This Father of mine (Heav'n be thank'd) is 2 hit! 
very ungodly Father : He was in his Youth juſt ſuch ano- Fri 
ther wicked Fellow as bis 9on John here; but he had no < 


. n „there I have ren * 
pinion of m Husbandry, my e to 
diſinherit the —— old Gentleman, and leave all to 
me. Then he was marry'd, there I have the better of 
him egainz yet he marry'd, a Fortune of ten thouſand 
Pound, and before I was feven Years old, bad broke my 
Mother's Heart, and ſpent three parts of her Portion: 
Aﬀerwards he was pleas'd to retain 2 certain Familiar 
'Domeſtick, calbd a Houſe keeper, which I one Day, to 
-fhew my | Breeding, call'd Whore, and was fairly turn'd a 
ing for-it, Now he has no way to ſqueeze me ont 
of Contribution, but by taking up his Fatherly Authority, 
und offering to put the Penal Law call'd Marriage in Exe- 
cation. I muſt cen get him a Governour, and fend bim 
with a Penſion into the Country: Ay, it muſt be o; For, 
Wedlock, 1. deny thee; Father, 1'il ſupply thee; and Plea- 
ſure, I will have thee. Who's there? a 
Enter a Ser vun. 
Serv. Oh, Sir, the moſt fortunate Tidings ! 
Deum. What's the Matter? 29815 
Serv. Captain Courtine, your old tanee, Friend, 
and Comrade, is juſt artiv'd out of the Country, and de- 
fires to ſee you, Sir. 
Beau. Courtine ! Wait on him up, you Dog, with Re- 
verence and Honour. e een 
Enter Courtine. 
Cour. Dear Beaugard! — * 
Bean. Ah, Friend! from the very tendereſt part of 
my Heart I was juſt now wiſhing for thee. Why thou 
look'ſt as like a marry'd Man already, with es grave a 
fatherly famelick Countenance, as ever I ſaw. 
Conr. Ay, Brangard, I am marry'd, that's my 
Fort; But you, I bear, have had worſe Luck of late; 
old Uncle drop'd into the Grave, and two thoufand Poun 
a Year into your Pocket, Brawyard, 
1 1 f 
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Daa A ſmall Convenieney, Ned, to make my Happi- 
neſs hereafrer- a little more of a piece than it bas been 
hitherto, in the Enjoyment of ſuch hearty, ſincere, honeſt 
Friends, and goud - aatur d Bellows, as thou art. 
Gaur. Sincere, honeſt Friends] have a Qure there, iBeau- 
gar lam, ſinee I ſaw thee, in a few Words, grown 
an arrant Raſcal; and for Good · nature, it is the very 
thiog I bave ſolemnly ſorſworn: No, I am marry d, Fack, 
in the Devil's Name, I am marry d. 

Beam. Marry d! That is, thou callt a Woman thou 
likeft by the Name of Wife: Wife and tother thing be- 
gin with a Letter. Thou lieſt with her hen thy Ap- 

ite calls thee, ' the Children thou of 
bs Body; alloweſt Meat, Drink, and Garments, fit 
for her Quality, and thy Fortune; and when ſhe-grows 
heavy upon thy Hande, what a Pox tis but a Separate- 
N kiſs and part, and there is an Eud of the 

ufineſs. 

ur. Alas Beaugard, thou art utterly miſtaken; Heav'n 
knows it is quite on the contrary: For I am fore d to call 
a Woman I do not like, by the Name of Wife; and lie 
wich her, for the moſt part, with no Apperite at all; muſt 
keep the Children that, for ought-I know, any Body elſe 


may 

ber Goodwill ſhe would have them both Freſh three 
times a Day: Then for kiſs and part, I may kiſs and kiſs 
mr but the Devil a bit ſhall I ever get rid of 


Re- Beam. Alas, Husband! but art thou really in this 
8 miſerable Condition? i 
Cour. Ten times worſe, if poſſible: by the Vertue of 
Matrimony, and long Cohabirion, we are prown 
— one Fleſh, — have no more Inelination to 9 
ute eat a piece of my own. Then her Lady ſtip is 
2 that ſhe does me the Honour to make me 
ion in general to the whole 'Pariſh, from the Parfon's 
dee in Paragon, to the Cobler's ſcolding Wife, 
that drinks Brandy, and ſmoaks loathſom Tobacco. In 
| . weary: 
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beper of ber Body; and for Food and Raitment, by. 
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- weary of the World, wiſh all Mankind hang'd, and have 
| not laugh'd theſe fix Months. | 
* +) Bean. Ha. ha, ha. f 
* Cour. Why, thou canſt laugb, 1 ſee, thou. 
Bea. Ay, Ned, I have two thouſand Pound per Aunum, 
Ned old Rents, and well Tenanted; have no Wife, nor 
never will have any, Ned; reſolve to make my Days of 
Mortality all Joyful, and Nights Pleaſurable, with ſome 
| dear, loveſ me, young, beautiful, kind, gener: us She, that 
J every Night ſhall bring me ail the Joys of a new Bride, 
and none of the Vexations of a worn-out, inſipid, trouble- 
ſome, jealous Wife, Wife, Nel. 
+ "Cour. But vyhere lies this Treaſure > Where is there ſuch 
- 2 Jewel to be found? ti 
Beau. Ab, Rogue! Do you defpiſe your own, Manna 
indeed, and long after Quails? Why, thou unconſcionable 
- Hobnail, 'thou Country Coulſtaff, thou abſolute Piece of 
thy own dry'd Dirt, wou'dſt thou have the Impudence, 
with that hideous Beard, and priſly Countenance, to 
make thy Appearance before the Footſtool of a Bona Rods 
that I delight in? For ſhame get off that Smithfield Horſe- 
courſer's Equipage ; appear once more like Courtine the 
. Gay, the Witty,” and Unbounded, with Joy in thy Face, 
and Love in thy Blood, Money in thy Pockets, and good 
. Cloaths on thy Back; and then I'll try to give thee a Re- 
cipe that may purge away thoſe foul Humours Matrimo- 
ny has bred in thee, and fit thee to reliſh the Sins of thy 
. Youth again. Bleſs us! What a Beard's there? It puts me 
in mind of the blazing Star. 1 lv wk 
Cour. Beard, Beaugard! Why, I wear it on purpoſe, 
Man; I have wiſh'd it a Furze-buſh a: thouſand times, 
When I have been kiſſing my 
Beau. Whom? hg | 
Comar. Wife. Let me never live to bury her, if the 
word Wife does not ſtick in my Throat. 
Bean. Then this Peruque! Why, it makes thee ſhew 
He the Sign of a Head looking out at a Barber's Window. 
| Cour. No more, no more; all ſhall be rectiſied: For, 
F to deal with thee. as honeſtly, as a Fellow in my damn'd 
a... 
a 5 


a * q 4 , 4 2 4 * 
e e *. 1 
— * ; a . * bf * * * 1 7 WE C6. ” 4 p 
8 . - x « Þ — > 
{ = I - 


The SOLDIER's 'FORTUNE. 21 
elf, I thought: there might be fome Remedy left; ind 
bat was this dear Tow, and thy dear Friendſhip: So that, 1 
in ſhort, I am very fairly run away; pret a ort 
Journey to viſit a Friend, but came to London; and if it be 
poſſible, will not ſee Country, Wife, nor Children again 
theſe ſeven Years. Therefore, pr'ythee, for my better 
Encouragement, tell me a little what Sins are ſtirring in 
this Metropolis, that I may know my Buyneſs the 
better, and fall to it as faſt as I aan. 
Beam. Why, *faith, Ned, — — Plot, the Dan- 4 
ger of the Times, and ſome other Obſtructions of Trade 
and Commerce, Iniquity in the general has not loſt much 
Ground. There's * Hh Hypocriſie ſtill in the 
City; Riot and Murder in the Suburbs; Grinning, Lying, 
Fawning, Flattery, and - Falſe-promifing at Court; A ſſig- 
nations at Covent-Garden Church; Cuckolde, Whores, 

Pimps, Panders, Bawds, and their Diſeaſes, all over the 

Cour. But what Choice Spirits, what extraordinary Naſ- 

cals may a Man oblige bis Curioſity withal? © oo 

Beau. I'll tell thee. - In the firſt place, we are oyer-run 

with a Race of Vermin they call Wits, 'a'Generation of 

Iaſects that are dlways making a Noiſe, - and buzzing 2 

bout your Ears, concerning Poets, Plays, Lampoons, Li- 

bels, Songs, Tunes, ſoft Scenes, Love, Ladies, Peruquesr, 

and Crevat-ſtrings, French Coriqueſts, Duels, Religion, 

Suuft-boxes, Points, Granitures, Mill'd Stockings, Four- 

bert's Academy, Politicks, Parliament-Speeches; and every ' 

thing elſe 'which they do not anderſtand; or would: have 

the World think they did. 2 "19 & 030405 BY ON enn 

Cour. And are all theſe Wits?. ea GHG on 

Bean. Yes, and be hang'd to em, theſe are the Wits. 

Cour. I never knew one of theſe Wits in my Life, that 

did not deſerve to be Pillory'd; twenty to one if half of 

em can read, and yet they will venture at Learning as 

familiarly, as if they had been bred in the Vatican. On 

of. em, told me one day, he thought Plutarch well done 

would make the beſt Engliſßh Heroick Poem in the World. 

Betides, they will rail, cavil, cenſure, and what is Worſt 

ot all, make Jeſts ; the dull * will Jeſt, though they 
1 l do 
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ks ready to nabble. becauſe it is the cer- 
be nabbled again: But above all the reſt, what 
? 


and are 


Tz 


of Opinion that be believes neither--Heaven-nor 
yet never feels ſo much as an Ague-fit, but he's 


E 


: 
. 
: 


| The Villain bas lefs Sincerity than a Bawd, lefs 
_ a Hector, leſs Good-nature than a Hang- 


THI 


d leſs Charity than a Phanatique;z talks of Religh- 

Worſhip as familiarly as a little Courtier 
| the Maids of Honour; and ſwears the King de- 
o be chain'd out of the City, for ſuffering Z:alous 


build Pauls again, when it would make ſo proper 
Citadel. | 


ery worthy Member of a Chriſtian Common- 
that-is the Truth ont. 


97 mj acquainted with him. 
Cover. I honour you for't with all my Heart; Sir. 
Beau. After all, the Rogue has ſome other little tiny 
ces, that are not very ungrateful, © © 
Cour, Very probable, 15 


ft 
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Beau, He makes a very good odd Man ot: Ballum rammum 
ſo; that is, vehen the reſt of the is coupled 
ill take Care to ſee-there's 6 paid and 
hen we have a Mind: to e 2 Ballams of it in ; 
ere is no Lewdneſs ſo ſcandalous that he will not ba ve 
oud to have thei Honour to be put upon. wants 
Cour. A very laſtrument of Damnation, truly 
Beas. Beſides, to give the Devil bis Due, he is ſeldom 
mpertinent:; but; barring his 3 ras 
Companion pleaſunt enough. * 1 recommend. 2 
>. thy Service? 1'l| enter into Bonds of five hundred 
Pounds, that he teaches thee as good a way to get rid of 
hat Whip and a Bell, cad thy Wife, as, thy Heart would 


Boy. . 
— Guinea, be ſpeaks ſo gently to bi 

. A Pi or a Gui | y to him 
her ſhe bas undone me; ſhe has choſen the 


! patient: 
month ago, but that's paſt and 
communicate, communicate, 
municate. * E 
Beau. Not a Tittle. I have Conſcience, Ned, Conſci- 
ence; tho' I muſt confeſs tis not altogether ſo Gentle- 
U man- 


1 
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man · like a panion , But what a Scandal would it be 
upon # Man of my ſober Demeator and Character, to have 
the unmerciſul Tongue of thy Legitimate Spouſe roa in 
- againſt me, for Debauchiog her Nararal Hasband! 
Corr, It has been otherw¾iſe, Sir. 
Beau. Ay, ay, the time bas been, Courtine, when thou 
were in Fee of thy Natural Freedom, and |mighteſt 
be with a Secret of this dear Nature; when might 
have open d this Billet, and ſhew'd thee this bewitching 
Name at the bottom: But woe and alas! O Matrimony, 
Matrimony! what a Blot art thou in an boneſt Fellow's 
 Conr, No more to be faid; I'll into the Country Wen. 
like any diſcontented Stateſman; get drunk every. Night 
with an adjacent Schol- maſter; beat my Wiſe to a down- 
right Houſekeeper ; get all my Maid-Servants every Year 
with Baſtards, till I command a Seraglio five miles round 
my own Palace, and be beholden| to no Man of two thou- 
ſand Pound a Year for a Whore, when I want one. 
Beau. Good Words, Ned,” good Words, let me adviſe 
you; none of your Marriage qualities of Scolding and 
Railing, now you are got out of the turbulent Element. 
— come; but os — us capitulate: Will you 
miſe me, upon your Conjugal Credit, to be very; go- 
— and very civil? | 0 1 e. 
Cour. As any made Spaniel or hang me up for a Cur. 
Beau. Then this Note, this very Billet, Ned, comes 
from a Woman. who, when I was ftrowling very pen- 
ſively laſt: Sunday: to Church, watch'd her Opportunity, 
and poach'd'me up for the Service of Satan. 
Cour. Is ſhe very handſom, Beaugard ? 2 
Brau. Theſe Country Squires, when they get up to 
Town, are as. termagant after a Wench, as a ty'd-up hun- 
gry Cur, got looſe from Kennel, is after Cruſts, Very 
bandſom, ſaid you? Let me ſce: No, not very handſom 
neither; but ſhe] paſs, Ned, ſne il paſs; 13 483 ave rite 
Cour. Young? 8 216 u\ „ Aimee TI URMT; 
Beau. About Eighteen, SS 
Con O Lordi! 


© 4 - 
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fair, with a glowi Bluſh al- 
becks, ; that looks as Nature were 


ue. Ob the beat t Devilt'irhis is infllerables "+ 
Beau. Her Eyes ch ſparkling, ſprireful, Det, — 


ier cing. 

4 ge The very Deſcription of her ſhoots'me through 
Liver, 

kar Hair of a delicate nn 

rene 8 
Cour. So. 1 

Beau. Her Forehead large, majeſtic, ad gras 20%} 
Cour. Very well. em 
Beau. Her Noſe neut, and well-faſhion'd. Nay 
Cour, Good. 3 
Beau. With a delicious, litle pretty, cling Monte 
Cour. Qh! Js 

Beau. Plump. red, blub Lips. Vit Sadie ng, 
Cour. A "Tf web . el Oy 91 


Beau. Teeth whiter than ſo many little Pearls; a be 5 
wirching Neck, and tempting, riſing, ſwelling Breaſts,” 
Bean, Then fock  Propertila; Rich Shu fuck 4” 

Beau. T a a — 
Waſte— * 


ur Cour. Hold: Go no lower, if thou loy't me. 0 
nes Beau, But by your leave, Friend, I hope to go ſome 
| thing lower, if .the loves me. | nete 


| Cour, But art thou certain,  Beaugard, ſhe is all this tl 
7 haſt .old me? 59 fair, ſo tempting, ſo lovely, ſo be 


> 1 ad 2d 


ing? 
Beall. Noz for, you mult know, I never ſavww/her Fics 


= in my Life: But I love my own Pleaſure ſo well, 4 
1 imagine all this, and ten times more, if it be n f 
2 Cour. Where lives ſhe ? | 
= Beau. That I know not neither; but my Orders are 


4 6 meet her fairly and ely this Evenin Seven, at 
| certain civil P rlon's 5 985 N ing by' Ne 

Exchange, where ſhe promiſes to be very goods! 

and lex me know more of her Min a” | 
Vo, II. 0” 
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Sur. Il een go home, like a miſerable Blackhead as 
I om, te my ing, and ſleep. 42% 29, 

Beax. No, Ned: knoweft my good Chances have 
always been lucky to thee: Who can tell but this Lady- 
errant that has ſeiz d upon my Perſon, may have a ſtrag- 
gling Companion, or ſo, not unworthy my Friend? - 
Cour. *Tis i 

Bean. Not at all; for, to deal heartily with thee in 
this Buſineſs, tho' I never ſaw her Face, or know who 
witty, very well bred, of a pleaſant Converſation, with 3 
generous Diſpoſition, and what is better than all, if I 
am not extremely mifinform'd, of noble Quality, and 
damnably Rich. Such a one cannot want good, pretty, 
little, Under-finners, Ned, that a Man may fool away an 
Hour or two withal very ly. 

Cour. Why then I'll be a Man again. Wife, avaunt, 
not near my Memory; Impotence attends the 
of thee. At Seven, you ſay, this Even- 


along with thee, for a ſmall ven- 


h all my Heart. ; 
ſhall we —— of the burdenſome 
Time, till the happy Minute fmile upon us? 
** — — 2 beſt Friend, and oy honeſt 
Acquaintance, edi N. gn, Ned; and for good 
Company, tho? it be a Rarity, I'll carry thee to dine with 
1 
1 hts wit an ed 
Converſe, till we forget the World, and think of nothing 
immortal Beauties, and eternal Loving. 
Cour, Then here I ſtrike the League with thee: 


now 
| 2 ks we're both upon the Wing together, 

— 2 Realms of Joy, ind Lands of Pleaſure: 
Where Men. were neyet yet enſlay'd by Wiving, 
But all their Cares are handſomly contriving 
Tizmyrove the noble Aris of perfect Living. Ex. 


ACT 


— 
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ACTI. SCENE IL. 


ww. NUT was that thy Father? 


OT 8 


Beam Ves, that civil, (ober, old Gentleman; 


in tine, is my Father: And, to tell thee the Truth, as 
ho icked and as Poor as ever his Son was. I ſent him a 
ry ordial of a hundred Guiness this Morning, which he 
1 4 r 
11 . | 

md Cour. Met as 1 look'd into the Room, he rat; 
ty, ed the Box with a great deal of Grace, and ſwore half a 
an Poen Rappers vecy youthfully. 

Beam. Pr'ythee no more on't, tis an irreverent Themes 
mt, Ind next to Atheiſm, I hate making merry with the Frail» 
the ies of my Father. 5 8 
en- Cour, But then as to the Lady, Beawgard ? 


Beau. Tis near the Hour appointed, and that's the 
ye meet at; the Miſtreſs of it, Conrrive, 12 


| well 
riſner to the Martbematicksz and her Influence, 
ay have no ill Effect o'er my Adventure. | | 
Cour, Methinks this Place looks as it were made 
dving: The Lights on each hand of the Walk look 
y; and then the Ruſling of Silk Petticoats, the Din 
he Chatter of. the lictle party-colour'd Parrots, 
one fide to th other, pu 


3 


23 2 


S413. 
1 
71 
4 
T 8 
7 | 
14 
I 
| 
bf 


„ the Weight will be down before the 
Worms. Gloves or Ribbonds, Sir? v good Gloves or | 
bands, Choice of fine Eſſences. * Beaugard, 
u fell you nothing to-day 7 | 
_ Truly, —.—5 — 2 to lay out a 
cart t your Shop this Eyening, if my pretty Merchant 
dend dou fall 16 meet nen, Rt 00253093 a0 
2 Wors, 


28 Tbe Arnkzisr: Or, 
ow: What, ſhe that mips your Devotion o Sunday 


—Y 2551 hou klo bef⸗ my! ue laub! 


om. There js a certain 15 in the World, Sir, that 
has done me the Honour n 
Shop ſometimes. © | ., 
Boten Porcia mack d. and fands behind bear. 
Bean And is ſhe very lovely? 4720 
Mom. What think you, Sir? | t 24h 
Bean. Faith charitably enough, } 1 4! 1 ob 
Hie. n to pw... od | 

Bean. And I wou'd v be obli 0, to her too, i 
twere poſſible; - Will he e here to- night --// a 

Por. Yes marry will ſhe, Captain. 

Beau. Are you there indeed, my little Picroca What 
attack -a Man of War of my Burden inte Pi- 
0 1's 
Por. Lord, how like a Soldier you are. pleas'd to 10 expteſi | 
your {If now ? I-warratt you; to carry on the Metaphor, 
you have forty more merry 2 to ſay to me upon this 
Deckſion z as, plying __— guns, laying - your: ſelf 
athwart my Harſer, ing me upon the: Forecaftle, 
clapping all under Hatches, carrying off rhe; Prize to the 
DENT) Port of Security, and ow remumaging and rifling 

* — Pcor, Madam! He has. Two. thouſand a Ven, 
and nothing but an old Ferber to provide for. 279 
Por. Sir, is this fine, ſober, browen-bearded- Geaileme 
F dn - hecanderſtands your Afigire, (s well 

r ad 

— The Truth ont is, Madam, he does wait, 
Office: under me, and may in time, if he behave himfal 


handſomly, come to Preferment. 17 : vii Tir 
Cour. This 1 have got by has. Beard already, If de 
ſhould but know me now.” G m6 


„Bean. Well, Madam, are your Commendapendy.k May 
1 know the Tak I am to: undertake, before; I lay claim 
115 * Happineſs-of ſeeing —— — _ 

Joung, endient, itempting,; or frigheful; Face whic 
you conceal ſo malieiouſy? For hang me, 28 — 
FRI 


* 2 
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ved long go, if know: what to make of this extrage- | 
—_y roceeding of yours. 
For Ie they firft»placey, Captain, this Face of fines be 
It os it will, if you behave your elf as you ſhould * 
hall never put you out of Countenance. 
Beau. In troth, L. Ale kindly, -. 
For. For I am young, Captain. 
Beau. lam gal ont with all my Heart. 
Por. And if the World ſpeaks mel, not very ugly 
Beau. So. much the better ſtill. 
For. Next. lm no Hypocrine. i: 1 dec T 
Bean. Ha! 1" 
i my Pleaſures, nd will hold n bs 
berty. 
n 2901 1— — 
For. I am rich too. WITT, 
Beau. Better and better. 
For. But what's worſt of 4— 
Bea. Out with'e, W 00471 
Fur. I doubt I am fillily in La M1673 vn ary. 
Cour. With whom, dear Miracle? | 
r with a N Man, n Noch cr cu. 


tine.” 

Cur,” \Confound ber, but ſhe knows e —— Why « , 
good Madam 
"Beau." Nay; Friend, no rofllings keep your Articles 
and keep your Diſtance. 

Por. Have you then made your E „ Sie, from your 
dear Wifey; the Lady-Tyrant of your achanted Caſtle. in 
the Country, to run a wandring — new Adventures 
bere? Ob all the Windmills: about London beware! 
Cour. Ay, and the Watermills too Madam. In the 
Devil's: Name, What will become of me! | 

Por. For the Quixot of the Country is abroad; Murder 
2 Side, Eiterpriles in his Head, and otgcr in w, 

ace. 

Our. On Lord! nnen 

Beau. Do you know this Frieddoof nine wikin; Madam? 
Fer. I have head of ſuch 4 Hero, that was very fa- 
mous about two „ telling bi mſelf _ 
«424% Bg P . 


A 


. N % o l F 9 0 _ * 


go be Ar nEIsT: Or, 
TND, the Country, for Five a Pojad: Wa 


not that the Price, Sir? 
4 4 Your Lidyfhip is herr to be very free, Madurn 

t 
Fier. So were you & that tim, Sir, or 'you had e 

parted with your dem Liberty on ſuch reaſonable Term: 
furely. Bleſs us! Had you but look'd about you a Helle, 
what a Market f have been made of that tall, proper, 
promifing Per ſon 6f your's! that 

Cour. Hell confound thee, heatrily, heartily. 

Por. That Face, which now, o'er with ruful 
Beard, looks as you had ſtole it from the Retioue- of 2 
| eee F I fancy all Fellows that aro mar · 

d ſmell of Train- oil and Garlick. 

1 And yet twenty to one, that is = — 
dition you'll hve a Deſign to ſeduce ſome poor g 
Monſter or another into, one 

For. Never, by that Badge of Slavery, his Beard there. 

Beau. How that dear Proteſtation has charmd me! 

Cour. O' my Conſcience I my {lf could be half recon- 
r 
Pr. In to one t 
I never will 1 — been d already, that is 
fold: For 8 ter of a very rich Merchant, 
who dying left me the only Heireſs of en immenſe For- 
tune, it was my ill Luck to fall into the Hands of Gear- 
dians, that, to ſpeak properly, were Raſcals; for in © 
ſhort rime they amongſt themſelves, and for 
baſe "joan and marry'd me to Hus 
band, t 

Beau. In weib, and that's enough of Cooſcience : But 
where is this Hosband? 

Por. Heav n be thanked, dead and bury'd, Captain. 

Bea. Amen, with all my Heart. 

Cour. A Widow, by wy Manhood, a downright Baw- 
1 Cream- in the Country 

Poy, W your give 
for that Title, think you? 1 

Cour. Not more I would, that thy Huaband were 
— nc a | 


Boas. 
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Jean. And what's to be done, thou dear One? - | 


in diftreſs, 3 and 
AN en 


Bea. From what? hin wk 
Por. E way it threatens me: 

Hands my i — — 
me again, Friend. 

Beam. Hah! 

Fee e e Ul, an dos m. 
and covetous. 

Pur My bee Jer mob in . * | 
my Widow up my ſelf there too, 
— lee ae e Kaen 10 
23 I had been a Pris ner for Murder; guards me 


Oo with ill-look'd R Tr 
Swords, and ſtand mu and — 
the the og with Muſquetoons and Adee 


Coxr, So, here's like to be ſome Miſchief going forward, 
thar's one Comfort. 
Por. Murder and are the two dreadful things l 
ſeem to be threatned — Nov what Pity it is that 
8 * 2 2 that 1 Un Fi Pil fairly be. , 

Spirits $ 

01 gallaar Spirit 

For. No need of that, Captain, neither: For, to ſhew 
P I have bad the Courage to 

Goal, run away, and make my Eſcape hither, 

ly to keep my Word with you. Deal like a Man of Ho- 
nour by me; and when the Storm that will follow is a 
ec here's a white Hand upon't, I'll not be 
ungrate G 
_ And in token I believe thee, I'll kiſs it moſt Re 


Yo 
_ Why the Devil did 1 merry? Madam, one Word : 
with you: Have you never a marry'd Lady of your Ac- 
Lewes a be peer a3 you, ud would ai 
a Wi are, too ? 
n Why bs You aud the? | | 
B4 Cour: 


32 © The ArnEISsTH: Ox, 
{,, Cour Becauſe I would cut her Husband's Throat, and 
| rake ber one for my own pro Us 21 x97 

Sir, thar Queſtions next 


1 * 8 mor Fo 

time I ſee her, if you pleaſe. | 
Cour. F MITE 

| Por, Ys es | 


Cour. Then I. may chance ſhortly to have « - 


x 


on't: I have made a pretty Evening's Work of this, 


yens be prais'd.. 4. 
* " Enter two Men diſguis d. 
5 Man. Run away leudly! Damnation? 


> dew Look 11 
1 1275 By Heay'n, it muſt be ſhe, SLE» 
2 "The Men are well atm'd. 

*1/ Min, No 'ratter; we moſt carry ber, or be lo 

2 May. PII not ſhrink from you. 

1 Man. That's wel i'r, if you phe, « Word 


time 
Hea- 


with you. 

Beds. With me, Sir? | on 

I Man. Ye 3 | 
Baan. be civil alittle; © 


1 Man. Sir, it is my Misfortune to be addin for 
the Honour of a Lady that has not been _akogether' ſo 
careful of it ber ſelf as ſhe ought to have been. 

Beam. | am forry for't, Sir. 

1 Man, You being a Gentleman whoſe Character l 
"have had an advantageous Account of, I would make it 
my Petition to Aue, if ſhe be of your Acquaintance, not 
to N elf in any thing n Occa- 

to be your Enemy, 
© Bras. Sir, I ſhould! be highly * of tity brave Man's 

1 and ſhould be troubled if I appear concern 'd 

in any thing that may hazard the Loſs of yours. | 

1 Man, That Lady, Sir, you tak With — 

© Bear. My Mi „ Sir. 
I Man. Miſtreſs! | 

Deas. Yes, Miſtreſs, Sir: bende, 4 6n e un 
damnably in Love with her; ſhe is: under my roten 
too, and whencyer there's Occaſion, as tha as this ſin- 


- 6 
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Body of mine weill bear me out in it, n 
her. 


1 Man. Do you know her? . 
+ Bean. Nor fo well would do, Sir. W 
1 een * er enen. 
Beau, A Secret. esa t der 
> 1 Man, She whos Sits n 
Beam No that maſt not be, Sir. 
1 Man; This Lady, Sir.: i. 
Cour. You lie;Sirw—-Hah! , Beaugard !: uw 
[Dram and fight. Poreia run e 8 
bly. comes up to Beaugard) 
Beau. Stand faſt, Ned. * wn 1 
Cour. Hold thy deed-doing Hand, e 
Thou Son of Slaughter, #4 * 134767 
2 1 Man dr. there may: come a time. O 2i41. 38! 


Bean. When you'll learn — 16543 810 fel 

1 Man. And teach em you too. . 

Cour. We are well known. ' 52 „e wal 

I Man. And thll nov be forgotten. „oy OHV . 
Come. Friend. [  [Exeurit rwo-Men, 


M... Confound em! Tbis 8 a Brother, a Kinſ- 
man. or Rivab he plyd me ſo w army?: 
Cour. Tis a hard Caſe, that a Man., cannot hold Ai © 
Corte ſpondence with a good. natur d Female, but pre- 

' ſentiy ſome bots headed Fellow of the Family or other 
r 10 runs born - mad with Jealouſie, and: fancies his Blood! 
r ſmarts m ofre las the Woam s it ches. 4 
not . Thus beroick Perſon's Siſter, K inſbmam bis 
Midre(s, on what- er ſne be, is ue to get much Repu - 
tation by bis Hectoring and Quarrelling tor her; ' and he 
as much Honour, by being beaten for her-) oh 

Cn. Nay; ben Cuckolds or Brothers fight for the 
Reputation of | .a;back-fliding Wife or Siſter, t is a very 
pretty! Undertakingy doubtleſd. Az for 


Cuckold wow :: Dane waY ; av ; 200009? 
* *. Alb in good time, Wit de aur be+edb bany. 
a n- in Spirit, meeting with 
* his done me the Honour, 'with à great 


Gl ee make my Addreſs— 594% 
* BY Noble 
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wha you have dans me the Favor to lie with my 
Je. ; 
Dean. Very well. | * 
Conr. All I beg of you, is that you world do your beſt en. 
to rum me through the Guts to-morrow Morning, and 
it will be the greateff Satisfaftion in the World. 78 
Dean. Which the 9 Whore-maſter does very 
decently: ſo down falk the Cuckold at N. Ela, and 
riſes again next Day at Holborn in a Ballad. But all this 
while, what it become of the Widow, Ned? | 
Gar. Frith the has een done wiſely, I think ; a 
9 Ears, ſhe very fair- 
y ran | 
Bean. A noble Account of our firſt Evening's En- 
terprize, But Poxt on't, take Courage ; and fince we have 
loſt this Quarry, let us Cen beat about a little, and ſee 
what other Game we can meet with. | 
| Emer Lucrece Maid. 
X 5 5 "a1 
Caur. Wit again, Brangard, Agare 
— me, my Miſtreſs ? TY 


I 
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beating by a couple of plauſible Hectort, that made you 
deli r 
for. | | ; 
Beau. Really, my little Wolf in a Sbeep's Fleece, this 
ſounds like very good Doctrine; but what Uſe muſt I 
make of it, Child ? | he | 
Love. Methinks, Captain, that ſhould not be fo. hive! 6p 
find outz my ſetting upon in a Mask my ſelf, and 
railing at the laſt Woman did ſo before me, might 
eaſily inform I have a certain deſign of trying whoſe 
Heart's hardeſt, yours or mine. | 
Cour. Then, my little Miſchief, ſhould not enter 
the Lifts upon unequal Terms, with that black Armour 
2 ace, that makes you look as dreadfully as the 
Knight in a Romance. 

Luc. Good Captain, what's that ſober Gentleman's 
Name? For certainly I have ſeen him before now. 
Beau. His Name in the Fleſh, my pretty one, is Cu- 
tine; a very honeſt Fellow, good-natur'd, and wicked e- 
nough for thy purpoſe of all Conſcience. — 0 
1 Bleſs us for ever! What, the Man that's 
marry? 112 34 

Cour. The Man that's marryd! yes, the Man that's 
marry d. *Sdeath, though 1 be on't, I am not a 
ſham'd of my Condition. Why the Devil didſt thou tell 
her my Name? I ſhall never thrive with any Woman 
that knows me. The Man that's marry'd! Zounda, I 
am as ſcandalous as the Man thar's to be hang'd. . 
Luc. But you'll never be thought ſo handſome. To 
make few words with you, Sir, I am one that mean you 
fairer play than ſuch an inconſtant, fickle, falſe-hearted 
Wanderer as you deſerves. | Ky 
Bean. Then why doſt thou conceal thy ſelf ? Thoſe 
whoſe Deſigns are fair and noble, ſcorn to hide their 
Faces: Therefore give me leave to tell thee, Lady, if thou 
thiok'ft to make uſe of me only to create ſome Jcaloutie 
in another Woman, I am no Inſtrument to be that way 
manag d; no, I am conſtant, — but if thou lov't me 
Luc. Have you any more Doubts that trouble you? 
Bea, None, by this ſweet Body of thine, 
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Tur. Know then, Sir, it has been my Misfortume to 
watch you, baunt you, and dog y theſk ſix Months; 
to my eternal Torment, jealous of that ravenous 
Kite your Widow, Captain: Nay, fince I 
have confeſt my "Weakneſs, know from this Hour I'll de- 
feat all ber Ambuſhes, all the falſe Baits ſhe lays to en- 
fare 'your Het, till 1 obtain the Victory of it my felf, 
much more my Due, in that l'm not beneath her in 
Beauty, Birth; ©6r Fortune, of indeed any thing but her 
Years; / | therefore if you have that Merit the 
World reports of you, make the beſt uſe of this preſent 

A and ſo farewell till you hear from me ee 
OR. een. 
Beas, Now may I do by my Miſtreſſes as the Boys do pers it 
by their Farthin - huſtle em in a Hat together, and go Do no 
to Heads or Tails for em Hah } Let me never ſee ten as 
Day again; if yonder be not coming towards us the very with 

Raſed) b told thee of this Morniog, out ſauæ Atheiſt; now they 
will Limes thee as notable'a Spirit as ever paſt opon the bid by 
ignorant World foe a'fine Perſon, and a rann 

e 11601 Enter Daredevil. 

What Daredevil, a good — * 0 hes? why, where 
haſt thou been, old Blaſphemy, t Hours ? I ſhall 
never be converted from Chriſtianity, f en doſt not 
mind thy buyneſs better. 

Dared. Been, quoth a! I Have ode twines I haves bal 
loſt, my honeſt Senſes, Man: Would any Body that knows 
me, believe it? Let me be bury'd alive if Rogues of 
the Pari I live in have not indicted me for a rein 

Dean. The Devil! a Pepiſt! 
Dared. Pox on em, a Pap i Ihen the 


Lins know, us well as 1 do, 1 have no at 
all. Of ee 


ur. No! Religion, Sir 5 A e no Religion Religion ? 1 
1'Dared. e ) Beangard 7 YG 
Bean Oh, a very honelt Fellow ;) M6 wayR eral bim 
with thy Damnation, ru warrant thee: m_e Him, ans" 
{wer: him, | my -} EET : nf 

ee d 09 4. 
Our. But what Religion we you of ? 10441 ad? 
n ; Dared, 


* 
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Dared. Of the Religion of the Inner-Temple, the Con- 
on-Law Religion; | believe ia the Law, truſt in the 
aw, enjoy what I bave by the Law; For if fo 1 Ne- 
gious Gentle man as you are get fifty Pounds intò my 
Debt, I may go to Church P's pray *cill my Heare' ſens 
at the Law muſt make you pay me at laſt. ** 
Cour. * Tis certainly the fear of Hell. and hopes of Hip- 
ary that makes People live. in, | Honeſty, Peace, "and 
nion one towards another. + ce sd 
Dared. Fear of "Hell! Hark thee,  Beavgard; this Comm. 
danjon of 'thine, as 1 Ne. is but 9 fort of a'ſhall6w'* 
Monſter. "Feat of Hell! No, Sir, tis fear of 'Hanpings 
ho would not ſteal, or do Murder, every time his Fin- 
gers itch'd at it, were it not for fear of the Gallows® 
Do not you, with all your Religion, ſwear almoſt as of- 
ten as an f break and prophane the Sabbath? lie 
with your hbours Wives? and covet" their Eſtatres, ff 
they be better ; Fre your own? Yet thoſe things ave” for- 
bid by Religion, as well as Stealing and cutring of Throsts 
are. No, had every Commandment- but 2 Gibbet be 
longing to it, I ſhould not bave bad four King's Evidence 
to-day ſwear i r I was a Papiſt, when T was ne- 
ver at Maſs yet fince I was born, nor indeed at any other 
Worſhip theſe twenty Vers. 


c 


really of no Religion? 1h 2802 
Dared. May be I am., Sir: MY. 1 hon Sie: wha 
— come to know 0 berter, — to on but 1 be 

ter ſitiafy d. | 1 
Our. R chere y be x Devil? 
Dared. I never ſaw him, Sir. | if wv ol 
Cour. Have you a Mind to ſee him? 

Dared. V'd go fifty Miles batefoor, to ſee but 4 Fiend 
that belong d to his Family. 

Beau. That's 2 damn'd Lie, to my my We 
faw the Rogue ſo ſcar'd, that his Mair ſtood 99. 
at the ſight of a poor back Nr rr N 
the dark once. 

Cour, [What think you enge 
nag!“ 1 J | | 3 ry 


ont = wal 3 & 45+ 17s, i i B57 7 Died. 


ö 4 1 
7＋ 
— * 


Cour. Why then. ee, Nr 3 


8 The — — or. 


«little of thy 


| Dared, I do t think of it at all, Sir i never trouble 
me. 
Con, ee do a Murder? 5 

| Dares. I wont tell you | oy 

Onur. Thou art the ah I love x 
friendly Rogue, can a Secret, at m ing 

| Deed, Do you : 

Dean. 80, e well an ae wel e work with 
him ty. Doſt thou bear, Daredevil, this boneft 

of mine is ſomething troubled in S 28 and wants 
42 Advice in a Point 
Daved. Well, and what is t? I ſhall be civil, dohim 
all the good I can. 
Beam. In few words, he's marry'd, plagu'd, troubled, 
and Hag-ridden by the . y-rormenting Witchcraft 
of a vexatious, Familiar, calls a Wife. 
Dared. A Wife! that ever any Fellow that has but two 
of Brains in bis Scull, ſhould give himſelf the trou- 
E ta mplata of u Wie ſo long as there is Arſenick in 
the World! 

Beax. Nay, it is a meer ſhame, a ſcandalous ſhame, 
when it is ſo cheap too 
Cour. Would you have me her? 

- Dared. Poiſon her! ay, what would you do with her 
elſe, if you are weary © her? 

£0 "But I 1 ſhould be call'd to a terrible Account for 

ſuch a thing hereafter! 

Dared. Hereafter!—— Croſs my Hand with a piece of 
Silyer that is to fy, — give me three Pence 
three Pence, my deareſt 

Cour. Well, and what then? | 

Dared. Why, for that inconſiderable Sum Ill de Security 
for thee, ant be the harmleſs — hereafter; that's all. 

Seas. Fait cheap enough of all Conſcience. 

Ca This is the neben Acquaintance I ever met 
wit , 8 
Bean. Oh, a very bomeſt Fellew, very honeft. 

Cour. Pr'ythee then, Daredevil, if that be thy Title, ſince 
we have ſo happily met this Evening, let us grow more 


rr Dared. 
1 8 
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The Sourrer's Fox run E. 39 
Daroad. Faith and troth, with all — Pox on 
„ bur 1 love Drinking mightily; and to tell ye, 
he truth on't, I am never ſa well fatisfy'd in my out-of«. 
be- ay Principles, as when I am drunk, very drunk. 
Drunkenneſs is a great Qieter of the Mind, 2 great Soo- 
her of the Spirit. 

— wine? _— — ſpeak 
T5 ? Wi open y , 

ory frank of Matters that ſhall be namelefs? 

Dared. Much may be done; I ſeldom hide my Talents 
Iam no Niggard of my Parts that way. 

Beaw. To tl thes © Secyer then, Daredevil, we two 
are this Night, for ſome weighty Conſiderations, to give 
a Treat to the People of the Duke's Theatre, after the 
Play's done, n their Stage; we are to have the Muſick 
too; and the Ladies, tis hop'd, — — 
your of their fair Compan —— Now my dear Iniquity, ſhall 
we not, thinkeſt thou, i Pe mins 
an Evening pleaſantly enough? 

Dared. Rot me, with all my Heart: Llove the 


of Treat the Stage extremely too. Bur will there 
4 there 


4, ſoarling Dog ins 
i 
Dared. Dam'me, we'll burn the Houſe. 
Cour. Dain'me Sir? Op you nns 
You believe no ſuch thing. 
Dare. Words of courſe, Child, meer Words of courts; 
We: uſe a bundred of em in Converſation, ' which are in- 
deed but in the nature of — — 
as, Dam ma, Sir; Rot me, Sir; me, Sir; which 
purport uo more than 85, dr 1 
* tas 


© FherAritisr;o0n,} + 
the worſt: For {I 'always ſpeak what a MY 
no Man 1 what he does think : 80 if ! 
ſpeak not well, the Fault's not mine. 
- *Beax. Diſtinguiſh'd like a Leirned School-Divine; I 
"Cour." When meet we at the Play-Houſe:then? -- 

Dared. Before the Clock ſtrike Nine. 7 
am. Where. we'll have Muſick, Women, Mitth,” 
Dared. And very much . e p: 


l * 781 


Den did cant, 0 


% 1 s NEH 
4; di Beard, Courtine, and bande. 


nt 54 
—_ S not this living now? Who. that knew the 
Sweets of Liberty, the uncontroul'd Deligbte 
the 7 taſtes of, Lord of his own Hours, King of 
| bis own Pleaſures, juſt as Nature meant him . vial! 
Counted each Minute by all his Appetites, bene! 
| Which he indulges, like a bounteous Maſter, | 
. That's ſtill ſupply d with various full n nen 
Ad ltd Cares make one Thought bitter. 
' 


Dared. Very well this; this is all but very well. 
dum Nay; not one Rub to i t the Courſe 
Of a long rolling, igay and wanton ess 7. 
Merhinks the Image of it i Helene. r 
In a rich flow'ry: Vale, its Meaſure long 
Beautegus its Profpen, and at the End ae 7322 
A ſhady peiceful Cle, whers, when the pen Race is 


over, „ C1 wr gr. vw gn 1} ; 
We glide away, and are at reſt for ever. wind _ 
irn ld -et bite be » 
Slave {3 l oft veil ww F F. 


ra tho ve Cuſſoms that the World's debauichid in ꝰ 
: Wat cet. bis! needful Hours of Reſt, 10 riſe and 
yoga nim a Shop upon vent what's us bad, make 
eak ing Figure in s Chamber, at his ri- 
III nag! Wh 0 play the Rogue; Cheat 


Le, 


The SobprEn'r FokTURNRE. 4 
Flatter, Bribe, or Pimp, to raiſe an Eſtate fora Block- 
id of his on begetting, as he thinks, that ſhall vaſte it 
| Father: got it? Or who, Conreine;: 
marry, to beget fuch A Blockhead? - yu 
Cour. No Body but ſuch a Blockhead as my ſelf, .Beaw- 
4; that's certain; but I will, if poſſible, atone ſor that 
1.of mine in the future Courſe of my Life, and grow 
zealous 2 Libertine as thou wouldſt wiſh thy Friend to 


*f x12 


'S> 215 . 7 x l | 

6 Dared, Theſe tre Rogues that pretend to be of a Religi- 
. now Well, all een 
T7 ir « 6G dune 067 M213 
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3 grant me While I live the eaſie Being I am 
reſent poſſeſt of; a kind, fait She, to cool my Blood, 
nd pamper my Imagination withal; an honeſt Friend or 
vo, like thee, Cpurtius, that I dare truſt my Thoughts 
d generous Wine, Health, Liberty, and no | Diſhonourz 
id when I ask more of Fortune, let her een make a 
dcggar of me. What ſayſt thou to this, Daredevil? Is 
lot this coming as near thy Doctrine as: a young Sinner 
ta cohventently fi fn 0 ee wrt 

— Nay, I have very great Hopes of you, that's m 
een 01427 Poo 299 7 22141 HE 1002 rf» 1 
Cour. But why did we part with the Women ſo ſoon?! 
Beau, O, Courtine, Reputation, Reputation! I am ayoung 
Spark, and mult ſtand upon my Credit, Friend; the Rogues 
that cheat all the Week, and go to Church in clean Bands 
o' Sunday, will advance no neceſſary Sums upon my Re. 
venues elſe, when there may be an: Occafion:: Beſides, I 
have a Father in 'Town, a grave, ſober, ſerious old Gen- 
tleman, calld a Father. un 
Dared. One that will Drink, Rant, Whore,, and Game, 
and is as full of Religion 28 bis worſhipful-Son here. 


Beau. Ha! | 8 
Enter Father... 2 wit ,v- 

Fath. Very well, very noble, truly Son! This is the 

Care you are pleaſed to N Family! Sit up all Night. 


Drink, Whore, ſpend youR\ Eſtate, and give your Saul to 


the Devil! a very fine ——Hickup——- This Aquamiratilis 
and the old Hock docs not agree with my Pans 


: IE 


9 * We _—— on g 1 „ ” 2 . * * _ 
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Dean. Daredevil, tick to ine now, and help me out 4 
a dead lift; or I am loſt for ever. Sir, I hope my bn. 
1 done you, nor any Friend of yours, «A 

njury. 15 5 end | 
| as. ury! No, Sir, tis no Injury for you to tab 
your ſwill in Pet ty and Voiuptuouſneſs — Hickup — 
while Father, Sirrah, muſt be contented tu; 
with dry-boan'd, old, batter d Rogues 
. You muſt have your fine, Jolly, young 
buxom, brawny-bum'd Whores, you 
hang'd to you, muſt you 
—_ my Mony. 


* 


; y Bottle: What ſayſt thou to tha 
comfortable Propoſition? 6 | 

Coxr. Come, Sir, here's your good health, and to your 
betrer Fortune. F 

Fath. A very honeſt Fellow, Fack: Theſe are very boneſſ 
Fellows, What is your Name, Friend? 

Dared. My Name is Daredevil, Friend; of the ancient 
Family of the Daredevils in the North, that have not had 
a-Church in their Pariſh, Chaplain in their Houſe, Pray- 
ert Publick or Private, or Graces at Meals, fince the Con- 


Fab. Sir, I have heard much of your Family; it is : 
very ancient Honourable Family: and I am to find 
my Son has made choice of ſuch Neble Acq ance, — 
Sir, my Service to you. Þ proteſt, a Cup of pretty 
Chret, very pretty Claret. 

Fath, Fack, I bs loſt all I 

Beas, Have you been robb 457 gn 

c 


Fail. 


8 
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Fath, Robb'd, Sir! No, Mr. Saucy-face, I ha not been 
od Bin, bur 1 be beta nick'd, Sir, and that's as bad, 


. pemme ne mrataargan news + 


Bedi Come ulong'then. 1 2215 
Fath, Sur . Ss Faw; 


Wd juſt thirty Pound upon 


2 © 


7 


he Dice powd'rin out of the Box - Fr atens 
Dared. That's 
Fath, One of om rips ere the Footof Candletick 
up comes two Deuces, two Deuces, Sir, do you hear? 
ind I loft my Mony. No, Sir, I was not d, Sir 3 
1 two Deuces: a 


* 


ten ther he dos not throw two Deuces before 


ge — Two Deuces aro not 

o be thrown, Sir, not to be thrown. 

eas, I am glad to bear y ou are ſo rich, Sir. 

Fath. —_—_—_— ”al er be quiet: Iam not worth 

Shilling, Man But, Sir, are a Lord at 

joy your Drink und your Dads fit ap al Night in the 
of Iniquity, wich worthy Eihuire Davedendlof che 

North here, with a Pox to you; whilſt I maſt be kept 

without a Shilling in my Pocket. But, Sir. 

Bean. Sir, I ſent you a hundred Pound yeſterday Morn- 


ing. 
Fath, Well, Sirrah, and I have had ill Luck, and Joſt 
it all: What then? 


tion to you? 
= Fath, Heh! —— 

boy, 1 1 
_— bhi 


Heart, Look you, 


2 


28] 


it, and my laſt Stake: 
aſter threw, nothing came of it; I chang'd his Dicez he 
as before. 
= So he 
threw, for 
mark me? — 


Beau. Sir, to avoid Diſpute, ſhall I make one Propoſi - 


* 


Die Arnkisr: Or, 


ee what: Ready- mony thou haſt into r — 
nnd fend me the reft of t other Hundred to 8 | 

Bean. Do you think it reaſonable, that at x a. 
Devees are thrown before Seven, I mult advance a*bur- 
dred Pound to make the Devil's Bones rattles Sr? 
' ;Fath. Sirrab, you are a Rebel; and I could find in my 
Heart to cut your am _ * you 0er a Father! 
1 Dared- No, Sir. 6 'y 

Fath, No, Sir? © 

Dared. No, Sir; I broke bis Heart * 290. beſore 
carne tu be at years of re L hate — 
always did. 111% 4; figs ; 
-— Fatb./Ob Lord! Hark {your Sir what's thek Fellow 


Profeſſien?;ʒ!Qz 77 wr woo 2210 
Cour. Oh, an Ateit sir; be believes neicher God ne 
the Devil. 

©-1 Fath, "bod, I brafle up to him. Are yoo un Atheit, 
Fellow? hoh? G. 
—Dared, Ves, Sirs L am an Atheiſt. 23 r04u i fol 1 
Fah. ad ede think. you-wil become ef you! whe 
you die?2duh do wat dcn ano) tte 45 


Dared. 1 ſhall be buried fix Foot under Ground, e 
vent ſtiaking, and there grow rotten, A) r . dar 
. 2 1 N i _ 

Dared. If I chance to being a luſty Sinewy 
Fellow, the Corporation of wg, being» lf may be, 
beg me for an — to ſet up in their Hall. 1 don't 
take much care of my ſelf while I am living; and when 
am dead, whatever happens to me will never trouble me 

7:Fath, No more to be ſaidꝭ my Son's ins very bapetel 
way to be damn d, that's one Comfort. Impudent Ropue! 
You keep Company with the Devil's Reſident! Lou co-· 
verſe with Foreign Miniſters, and r. your Father a little 
dirty Mony! Fogh, Poltroon! Y 
Beau. This is very hard, Sir: But if TenGuineas * 
any Wee ! 
Fath, Ten Guineas? Let Me ſee; ten Guineas are 4 
pretty little pidling Sum; 'thay's the truth on't: but what 
will it do, Facky-boy ? Serve, may be, to play at | Tick» 
tack-in an Afternoon, three Hits up „ 
4. F t 
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Hand t when will that recover my Hundred again? Ten 
dging MWuines's! Fox o“ thy Tes Guined's. —— Well let me fee 
as two Tea Gaings's though, — ler me ſee em a littla — 


a" burn. Fact, Lou ha drunk, damnable 
86 0 — vou Rogue; Jou are a drunken Dage I 
in my ve—— Han't you bad a Where too, Facky ? —— 


gather! er ou get the Pox, Sirrah, aud then But 
? thou doſt, — a very able Fellow, an old Acquaint- 
2721 ce of mine Ten Guiness, Facky ! 

fore | Beau. There they are, Sir; and-long may they laſt you. 
% and Fab Make: em Twenty, 7 ackey rogues — you Plump-- 
* heek'd, * d Rogue, make em twenty — make 
m fiſteen then. Facky-boy, Facky, Faciy. Do faich. 
Beau. Upon my Duty, you have ſtripp d me, Sir. 
Fath. Then do bu bear, Friend, you Atheiſt; that are 

> tree of your Soul? 1? ler us ſee if you dare venture a little, 
f your Mony now — Come | Draws out 4 Box and Dice, ] 
— wh Main: l'll hold you ten Pounds to two, two- 
euces does not come before Seven. 

Benn. At him, Daredevil; Begpar bim once more, and 

hen we {hall be rid of bim. 111 
Dared. Done, Sir, done; down with your Mony-., 
Fath. Here, you blaſphemoys Dog. Doſt. thou 
dove Hazard? 
Dared. Dearly, from the bottom of my Heart, Sir. 
Fah. love thee the better for't: Come along—Secren— 
Dared, Right, 35 lum 301 
Fath. Seven. 


[Throws two D. 
Dared. T Deuce: You ba loſt, Sir. 
Fath. Dam' me. Sir, hy your Hand upon my — 1 
Dare Nam'me, Sir, tis my Mony; I won * fairy. 
Beau, Now, Caurtine, now 
> Cour. Now look to't; Atheiſt! nz! 

Fath. Son of a Whore, you lie. Thus to my Hat, I: 
Iwecep the yellow Scoundrels, and woe *_y Sword in 
witneſs they re my own. 12 
Dare d. Nay then Vil | | {04 yrIvy> C9 
Cour. Hold, Sirs, no N. Swords, aw Quand 23 
Dare d am- glad ot. all my Hearty for though 
I am. not _ afraid of the. — L hate a erzwn Svosd- 
{ Bean, 


— —ũ—ũ—wͤ—ũ . .V :! — — 2 7 
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Beau. Good Sir 
- Fath. Stand off ——Dogy, . int win my Mony!— 
Raſcah——Good morrow. [Exi, 

Beaw, Til next time two Deuces come before Seven; 

r you again . 
cen. How doſt thou inrend to-diſpoſe of this wild, er. 
travagant, old Father of thine, Beawugard ? 
Dea. i hope to find bim un lo far in Debt within 1 


of hi 
Wich ben (ll in one Quarter of a Year, dre 

22 web for Yother Game at Hazard. 
" Bean, No, like a wiſe a Guardian, Fll take care of the 
contrary, lay it too far out of his reach, and tie it too faſt 
for him 4 Daredevil ? What, in the Dumps? 
Tin an unruly old Gentleman, , | 
on in him, Daredevil. 

- Daved. Yes, Pox on him, ro cheat me of my Mony. 
Tis well SR your Father, Sir, 
Had he been my own, by theſe Hiles 1 would 
1 ſaw'd his old Windpipe aſunder upon the Thos. Rob 
none ——— ſo well 

Our. ighting then? I thought 
moſt of Seele 
| — Tis a little ĩmpertinent 

D "Tis a that Il grant 
honeſt Fellows to fall out, ſquabble. ned furnace 


Thom to ſpoil good Company: But when my Honour's 


Bean. Then, I know, thou ert implacable. Bot for a 
fooliſh trifting Sum of Mony 
; Dared. Traſh, Traſh, Dunghil,/ and Filthineſs! 1 give it 

away to my Wenches and my Seryants; we part with it 

to every Body, upon all He that values Mony, 
deſerves never to have the of it. ; 
Bea. A very noble Fragment of Philoſophy, But, Cowr- 
ns, the Morning i ew riſe again, and I have received 
1 - Jatell 


” ® 


ba i" 
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ligence this Night, by a certain Miniſter I keep for 
h Offices, w my poor diſtreſſed Widow — 
rance: If thou thinkeſt there may be any Hopes for thee 
on the Coaſt I am bound for, le: us embarque together, 
= Luck attend us. 
r. No, I have other Project: o foot: Marriage bas 
cd my Credit ſo, that no body that knows my Con- 
oa cares to dwell with me. Therefore I am reſoly'd 
et out for new Diſcoveries, mod gant agen; 
ere my a 
Bears, What, this Morning! kasd 
Cour. This very Morning: Fortified with — 
m, will I iſſue forth; and let all ling Wives, Wi 
ws, and Virgins have a care of their Cargo's. 
Bean. Nobly reſoly'd, and good Fortune guide thee. 
ou Daredevil, wilt not part with me: thou art more a 
jend than to leave thy Diſciple, when there is good ſub- 
aca Sinning like to go forward May be we may do a 
before we part; ſomething that is very 2 
I noe fail of. 
Dared. With all my Heart, let us fire a Houſe or two, 
ſon 2 Confiable and all his Watch, 2 Cindere 
omen, and kill a Beadle. 
Beau. Shall we do all this? 
ny wh — my — * 
Beau. art the very 8 lniquity. 

jc Enter Footman. 
Foam. Sir, Boaugard. 
Beas. With mn, Friend?® 
Footms, Sir, there is a Mask'd Lady, in a Chair, at the 
drner of the Street, defires a Word with you inſtantly. 
Beau. Tell her, Pm her Vaſſal, and will wait on her 
is Moment. Court ins, good morrow. 
Cour. Gone already? « 
Beau. Trading comes in, Friend, and I muſt mind my 
aliing, that's all. Allem, Daredevil. 
Dared. Friend, farewel t thee; if cirher of us are run 
dugh the Lungs, or ſhot i the Head, before we meet 
io, let us hear from one ner out of the lower 
ſorld, how matters go there, 1 what W 
give us. 


I 


* 
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ur. You ſhall 2 civil Correſpondents Sir 

|| Cows. The fame good Wi iſh Sir... Now. will 
Cour. The lame V to you, ir. ow. wi 

out uta the middle of the Street, play at Blind- mans · buff 

by my ſelf, turn three times round, and catch who I can, 


'SEENE changes to thi Street. Enter Degugard and 
Daredevil. 


— This ſhould be the Place, and yet I ſce no Chair, 

| Dared. Then let us fall to. Miſchief. | 

Beau. Pr'ythee a little Patience, tho! ie bog res, dex 
n „u 
Buer another Forman. 

Foam Sir, is your Name Captain Beawgard? 

Beau. Les, my dear Mercury, I am the bappy Man. 
- Footm. Then, Sir, this Letter is for you. 
Beau. Stay till I read it, Friend. 
+ Footm. Sir, it r no Anſwer. 

Bean. What 1 Trick NOW! — Sir. — to meet u 
— your Swords in your Hands this Morning behind the Cu- 
ner Houſe of — By my Stars, a Challenge from the ter- 
bo Sparks that. fell upon us laſt Night, Why, whats 
deal of Love and Honour haye I upon my Hands now? 
Daredevil, thou canſt fight? 

Dared. Why, is there any occaſion? | 

Bean. Only a Challenge, Daredevil, that's all, See, 
there's a Breakfaſt for thee, if thou baſt any Stomach to'. 

Dared. Idle Rogues, Raſcals, | HeRors! Never mind 
'em; hang em, thele are ſome. hungry Varlets that want 
Dinners; let e us _ the next Windows, and never think 
ont. ” 1 


1 N. heſe ar Dot fix - rr ee ſeize 
Theſe are our ry; be (ure we em 
both. ls the Coach — 2 5 
2 Kia. At the next Corner, 
1 Ruf. Fall on then, Sir, you are our Priſoner. 
Deus. Villains! Rogues! — Murder! Thieves 
Raſcals, you'll not murder 
1 Ruf. Nay, Sir, no ndiſe, eo date, as you tender 
your Satet7. 


1 4 


Bea. 
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Bean, Daredevil, Dog, Coward, draw thy Sword and 
reſcue me. 

Dared. 1 am terrify'd, amaz'd; ſome Judgment for my 
Sins is fallen upon me; — am in Bonds too! Have 
enn. mercy on my Soul, and don't flay me, Gentlemen. 

Beau. Damnation! Blinded! Raſcals, Villains, Ruffians! 
Murder! 

Dared. Oh Daredevil, Daredevil, what will become of 
thee! [ Exerc. 
Enter Theodore and Gratian. _ 

Theod. This Generoſity makes good thy Character, 
Thou that art the braveſt Man, and trueſt Friend. 

How ſhall I deſerve this from thee? 

Grat. I ſhould be unjuſt, both to my (elf, and the dear 
Memory of thy Noble — whoſe Friendſhip was ſo 
gear to me, ſhould my true Sword be idle in t hy Cauſe. 
Beſides, the Love which J els to Porcia, t me 
Rival muſt not tamely carry 

Theod, She is thy Right: my dying Brother, her ben 
orgotten Hus band, 
But thy remember d Friend, with bis laſt Breath thus told me; 
have a Friend, Gratian, the Man my Heart 
as cheriſh'd moſt; we from our Youth were Rivals 
or my dear Porcia: Tell him, if I die, w” 
left her to him, as the deareſt 


. Ser could bequeath: Bid him be tender of her, 

h tot. Nor ſhe'll deſerve it from — ſhe did. _ 
mind Grat. Heav'n knows, it is my Curſe, { ite of her Scorn, 
t Want o love her even to Madneſs; nor ſhall this Man of War, 


dis French-bred Hero, win her with nothing but his Cap 
nd Feather: I wonder he's not come yet. 

Theod. 1 have heard the Man is Gallant; but in honeſty, 
CTY Friend, I wiſh nn 
ounſe 

Grat. Thine muſt be Noble. 

Theod, I'd have thee think ng more of this proud Woman: 
Grat. I wiſh twere poflible | 

Theod, Their Sex is one = z their only Study 
dow to deceive, betray, and rui | 


hey have it Tradition from c 
Vol. II. 
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Which improve each Day, and grow more exquiſite, 
Their Ar Patching, all their Chamber-arts, 
And publick AﬀeRations, are but Tricks 
To draw fond Men into that Snare, their Love. 
Grat. Would this could cure mine. 
Theod. When we're caught faſt, tis then they Chewy their 
. Natures, | 
Grow haughty, proud, to vex the Wretch they've conquer'd; 
Tho ame Hour they glance abroad fe So on 
Let bat a Woman know you're once her Slave, 
Give her once Teſtimony that you love her, 
Shell always be thy Torment; jilt, deſign, 
And practiſe Ends upon thy honeſt Nature; 
So ſtrong is their 2 to Truth. 
Grat. But let a Fo | 
Theod. Oh give em but a Fool, 
A ſenfeleſs, noiſie, gay, bold briſtling Blockhead, 
A Raſcal with a Feather, and Cravat-ftring, 
No Brains in's Head; a vain, pert, empty Rogue, 
That can prune, dance, liſp, or lie very much, 
"They're loſt for ever: They'll give all they have 
To Fools, or for 'em. 
Grat. But, my Friend, this granted, 
Grant Porcia this, and more, as ſhe's the Relic 
Ot thy dear Brother, and my valu'd Friend, 
The lojury ſhe brings upon thy Honour 
Muſt not be lighted; and that's my Cauſe now. 
Theed. 112 thou o ercom'ſt me: Still our Men d 
Mett 
Delay their Time; the Day grows late; let's walk 
Down by yon' Wall; may be they have miſs d the Place: 
Beſides, I fancy Company is coming this way, and m! 


may be prevented. 

* would not loſe fo fire a Morning, and do nc 
thing. 

Grat. Nor I. [ Exeunt 


. Enter Sylvf and n 
Heu. O Lucrece, N E the Pangs of u 2 

Jea'oulie, that brought ve bither. Jealouſie, 

Luc. Where lodg yur chen laſt Night ? 


Hl 


. 
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Sybv, Here, in this Houſe, my Couſin Porcia's Houſe: 
met her late laſt Night, juſt as I alighted, haraſt with my 
Journey, and the Cauſe of it: Had ſhe not took pity of me, 
enn knows how my Perplexities would have diſpoſed 


ne! 

Luc. What, in this Houſe? 

Sylv, Here, in this very Houſe. | 

Luc. I'm glad I know it; Fil take ſuch care, it ſhall 

not be long A Secret. : | 2 1 
Sylv. The Garden opening thus _ the Fields, invited 

ne to take the Morning-air here; Sleep's a Gueſt that 

days but little with me. Why ſigheſt thou, Lucrere ? 

Luc. I'm thinking why my Couſin Porcia ſhould chuſe 

his Reſidence. 

Sylv. Tis for a Lover, Lucrece ; Beaugard courts her, a 

riend and lewd Companion of my falſe Husband's. 

Luc. I know him bat too well. 

Sylv. Why, doſt thou love him? 

Luc. So much, that I can neither eat, drink, nor ſleep 

peace, for the tormenting Thoughts of him. 

Silv. By Heav'ns, I pity thee. Oh have a care of Mar- 

age, Lucrece, Marriage; twill be thy Bane, and ruin 

ee for ever. Marriage ſpoils Faces; How I look with 

arriage! 

— I ſee — 72 * 

Sylv. No Change! I not ts in peace 

5 the curſt Day [ wedded, | Ga oy 

Luc. Will then a Husband ſpoil ones Sleep ſo ſadly ? 

Sylv. A Husband's, Lucrece, like his Wedding-Clothes ; 

orn gay a Week, but then he throws em off, 

nd with *em too the Lover: Then his Days 

row gay abroad, and his Nights dull at home: 

e lyes whole Months by thy poor longing Side 

eavy and uſeleſs, comes faint and loth to Bed, 

urns him about, grunts, ſnores: and that's a Husband. 

Luc. Is Courtine ſuch a ong? 

Sv. 'Tis pain to tell thee Me Life I lead with him. 


as ſeen ſo termagant a Towzer; E 


. — — —— — 
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fed, fulſome Drab, and ſcorns the tender Joys my Arms 
invite him to. To be deſpis d at that rate, fo diſhonour'd, 
- makes me even curſe the Chance that made me Woman: 
Would I had been any Creature elſe See yonder, yon- 
der he comes: Thy Mask, thy Mask, dear Lucrece. 
Luc. Farewel; Lil away, and leave ye fairly both toge- 
ther, | [Exib. 
Eater Courtine. i | 
Cour. What, fly thy Ground, faint Soldier! How, ano- 
ther! Nay then twas nobly done; two to one had been 
odds elſe: Had it not, pretty one? 

Sybu. Why, who are you, Sir? 

Cour. Ey n a wandring Knight that have forſaken my 
Caſtle in the Country, am come up to Towa for Pre- 
ferment + 

Sylv. And one would think ſo proper, luſty, a well Co 
made Fellow as you are ſhould not be long out of Employ: 
ment. 

Cour. Doſt thou know me, my Deareſt ? 

Sylv. No. 

Then I am ſure thou canſt have no Exception + 
aſt me. 
we But ſuppoſe I had a Mind to a little farther Ac- 
quaintance with you; what then, Sir? | 

Cour. Why, then thou may'ſt reaſonably N that 
I make no evil Uſe of thy good Inclinations; Faith there 
are very pretty Gardens hereabouts, let us commit a Treſ- 
{paſs for once, break into one of em, and roll a Camomile- 
walk together this Morning. - 

Sylv. Oh Lord, Sir! | 

Cour. She's coming already. 

Sylv. If I ſhould let you make advantage of my Weak: 
neſs now, you would be falſe afterwards, forſake-me, and 
break my Heart. 

Cour. Pretty Fool! What innocent Scrup'es ſhe make: 

Sylv. Have you no other Miſtreſs already? have you no 
Engagements that will 
my Prejudice? 

* Cour, Shall I ſwear! 

Sylv. But hari't you truly? 

c Cour, 


- 
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Cour. If I have, may that blue Mountain over our Heads 
here, fall down and cruſh me like a pelted Toad. 
Sylv. To ſhew you then that I deſerve your Faith 
Cour. What wilt thou ſne me? | 
Sylv. A Face which I am not aſham'd of, though you l 
perhaps be ſcandaliz'd han you fee it. | 
Cour. The Devil take me if I am though, ſo it prove 
not very horrible indeed. | 
Se. What think you then, Sir, is it ſuch a one as you- 
look'd for ? 
Cour. My own Wife! 
Syly, Yes, thy unhappy Wife, 


pn! Thou falſe, deceitful, perjur d, ſnameleſs Wretch: 
Have I deſerv d this from thee? ; 
wel. Cour. Pox confound her. 
aploy- [Takes out a Book and falls a reading. 


lv, Is this the Recompence of all my Love? 
Did | beſtow my Fortune on thy Wants, 
Humble my ſelf to be thy Dove-!ike Wife? 
And this is all I'm» worth? — 

Cour; Wealth is a great- 

Provocative to am'rous Heat; LDA 
For what is worth in any thing; 
mT Bur ſo much Money as 'twill bring? 5 

Hud:bras, Part the Second, Canto the Firſt. 

Sylv. Patience direct me! have I wrought my Nature 
omile-W To utmoſt Sufferance, and moſt low Contentmen:, 
bet my poor Heart to cares! have | been bleſt 

With Children by thee: to be left with Scorn, 
—— * r - aut vilely ? 
is not this Ulage? — 
Weak go” Umph! ” 
Hv. Umph! what's Umph! 
D Ow. Umph, that's I, Child; Umph is I, I, I, my- 
on Sylv. Death! Death andy Torments! Cut my wretched: 
Throat, don't treat me us: By Heay'a Il bear't ro 
longer, | 

Cour, No more. 

Cour Sylv, I have done, Sir, 


Count. 
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Cour. What do you at Lenden 

Suu. Is it a fault to follow what I'm fond of! 

Cour. Can't I enjoy my Pleaſures, take my Freedoms, 
but you muſt come, and ſpoil the high-ſeaſon'd Diſh, with 
your _ whining ſenſeleſs Jealouſie? 

Sylv. Pr'ythee forgive me. 

Cour. Where did you lodge laſt Night? 

Sylv. Here with a Kinſwoman, 

May be you know her not; her Name is Porcia. 

Cour. Death! Beawgard's Widow! now I am finely fitted, 

Whar, at this Houſe? 

Sylv. This very Houſe; that Door 
Opens into the Garden, let us walk there; 
Won't you go with me, Courtine : 

Cour. No. 

Slo. Pr'ythee do, Love. 

Don't be thus cruel to me. 

Cour. Then promiſe one thing; 

And may be my good Nature ſhall be b 
Syby. III grant thee any thing; ſpeak, try m Obedience. 
Cour. Then promiſe me, that during our Abode 

In this ſweet Town, which I love very dearly, 

That let me ramble, ſteer what courſe 1 will, 

Keep what late Hours, and as I pleaſe employ 'em, 

That you'll be ſtill an humble, civil Doxy, 

And Pro into no Secret to diſturb me. 
Sylv. Well, *ris all granted. 

Cour, On then, Pl be dutiful. 

Sylu. Enter you firſt, 

Cour. No 

Sylv. Oh, then you'll forſake me; 

You ſeek but opportunity again to leave me. 

Cour, Well, fince I am trapt thus, 

Like a poor Beaſt that wanted better Paſture, 

There is no Replevin, and I muſt to Pound. [Exemnt, 

Enter Theodoret, Gran and Lucretia. 

Theod. What, in this Houſy/ 

Luc, Here, in this very Hg#aſe; 

My Couſin Sylvia, Courting jealous Wife, | 

Coming to Town, lodg” with her here laſt Night, 


* 


. # th 
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Theod. No more. I gaeſs the cauſe we're diſappointed. 
do thou go, Gratian, muſter what Friends tis poſſible; 
Il try my Intereſt £003 we'll ſtorm your Fortreſs, 
achanted Lady, though your Giant guard it. 


SECNE changes to the Inſide of a very fair 
Honſe, adorn'd with rich Furniture and Lights. 


Enter Ruffians, with Beaugard and Daredevil. 
Beau. Dogs! Raſcals! Villains! how do you. intend to 
jeal with . — 3 

1 Ruff. M er than Language , 
Sir. ＋ el jt They unblind em. 
Beau. Sirs, for this noble Uſage, had Ia Sword or Piſtol 
about me, I would reward ye moſt amply. 

all bow and withdraw. 
A Plague of your Civility ! where the Devil are we? 

Dared. Where are we, quotha! why, we are in a Palace, 
Man. Pr'ythee look abour thee a little. 

Beau. By Heav'n here's a Paradiſe; hark Daredevil! 
Muſick too! 

Dared. I'll be hang'd if tis not a bawdy Dancing-Schoolz 

ſome better Whores than ordinary deſigning a private 

Ballum rancum; have pitch'd upon our two proper 

= the — we are like to have a ſwingidg time on't, 

eaugar 
= Beau. A Plague o your Cowardiſe! you were whining 
and praying juſt now, and be hang'd to you. 
| Dared. | praying! Pr'ythee be quiet Man, I never pray d 
in my Life, nor ever will pray: Praying quotha! that's a 
merry Jeſt with all my Heart. 

Beau, Impudent Poltroon ! he ſaid two dozen of Pater- 
noflers within this half Hour, and every jolt the Coach gave 
was afraid the Devil would have torn him to pieces. 

Dared. Odd, I like this Contrivance very well: Look, 
Beaugard, what comes yonder? 'sheart, two Devils in 
Petticoats,. how-my. Guts \rink together! 


56 The ATRaEIST: Or, 
| Enter two Black Women. | 
Beau. Heyday! Lady Blackamores! nay then we are 


certainly enchanted, What are you two, Maids of Ho- ＋ 
nour to the Queen of Pomonbey ? and is this one of her B. 
Palaces? Not a Word! J little 
Dared. How I long now to be familiar with one of 
thoſe Sooty-fac'd Harlots! I would beget a chopping Black Wha 
Son of a Whore upon her, in defiance to the Prince of all m 
Darkneſs. in hc 
Enter a Dwarf. 
Beau. What, another too of the ſame Complexion? this D 
muſt be her Majeſty's Page. any | 


Dared. A Pimp, I'll warrant him; he's fo very little, bout 
ende and dapper, the Rogue looks as if could inſinuate D 
m 


imſelf through a Key-hole. D. 
Dwarf Welcome, thou beſt-loy'd Man of the fair World. Pray, 
Beau. Well, Sir, and what's the Service you have in or- Di 
der to command me? Land 
Dwarf. My Orders are to lead you to repoſe ina rich Bed it; T 
prepared for Reſt and Love. her C 
Dared. | ſaid it was a Pimp; what a ſmooth-tongu'd little D. 
Raſcal tis | of? 


Bean. A very pretty ſort of an Amuſement this: But D 
prythee young Domine, why to Bed? tis but now Day, 
and the Sun newly riſen; for I have not been a- bed all Night, I con 
my little Monſter; | know how the time goes, Child. 

Dwarf. Such are the Orders of the Power I ſerve. | 
For you are come along unmeaſurable Journey. 

Dared. Hah! 2 
1 Drawn by wing'd Horſes through the untract — 

ir, 

Beau. A Pox upon thee for a little, black, lying, well , 
inſtructed Raſcal; but ſince it is the Cuſtom of the Place, 
and my laſt Night's Fatigue requires it, I'll accept of the 
Offcr, and diſpenſe with an Hour or two' of Sleep, to fit 
me for better Exerciſe when I wake again. Grat. 

[Sits doyfhs in a Chair to be und reſt. 

Dared. Drawn by wing'd 

he! if this ſhould be true no 


rſes through the Air, faid that, 
hat would become of us! Th 
| Metho ught Cour: 


4 | 
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Methought indeed the Coach whew'd it away a little faſter 
than ordinary. 2 
[While Beaugard is undreſſing the two Black Women dance. 
Beam. A very notable Entertainment truly; and your 
little Black Lady ſhips have tript it-moſt featly, _—— 

ä [The Women advance towards him. 
What, and muſt you take Charge of me now! —— With 
all my Heart, Daredevil, farewel to thee; but that I am 
in hopes of a better, I'd invite thee for a Bedfellow. 

[Worhen lead in Beaugard. 
Dared. Bedfellow, quotha! would I were. a-bed with 
any Bedfellow that I was ſure had but Fleſh and Bones a-- 
bout him. | 
Dwarf. Come, Sir, you are. my Charge. . 
Dared. | hope your little Impſhip will be civil to me: 
Pray, Sir, what Place is this? 


it; The Spirits of the Air keep guard about it, and all obey 
her Charms. | 
Dared. Oh Lord! and what. Religion is the Lady 


of? 
Dwarf. That's a Secret, you'll know more hereafter. 


Dared. Lead on then: Now inthe lower World, whence- 


I come lately, were this known, 


How would the Fate in Ballad be lamented, 
Of Daredevil the Atheiſt, that's Enchanted. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Euter Gratian aud Theodoret. . 
Tr are your, Men of Honour now: I never 


knew a bluſterYg, . roaring, ſwaſhing Spark, 


Dwarf. A Chryſtal Caſtle built by Enchantment in a 
Land unknown to any but the Fair One that commands 
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always wear tawdry and finer Cloaths than their Fortune 
will afford *em. 

— But, to lye conceal'd in private in the Houſe with 
' / 

Theod. Dam' her, ſhe's a Proſtitute; has given her ſell 
already to his Arms. 

Grat. Yet, Ill warrant you, ſhe has an Excuſe for that 
too, if it be ſo; as, Alas! you know, Woman is but x 
weak Veſſel. . 

Theod. A Pox o'the weakneſs of her Veſſel! Dam' her! 
would my Sword were in her Throat ! But will our Friends 
be ready ? 

Grat. Moſt punctually. It was an odd old Fellow, that 
_ we met with. Was he certainly Beawgard's Fa- 
ther? | 

Theod. No body can ſwear that, for his Mother was 2 
Woman; but that merry-conceited old Gentleman has the 
honour of it: He has the Title, but whoſe was the Bro- 
perty, that I dare not determine. 

Grat. I hope he'll be as good as his Word with us. 

Theod. It will not be amiſs if it prove ſo. See, here he 


comes too. 
| Enter Father and Fourbine. | 
Fath. You lie, you Dog; you Scanderbeg Varlet, you 
lie. Do not I know that be fat up all Night with 2 
Conſort of Whore-maſters and Harlots ; and have you 
the Impudence to tell me he is not at Home? Do not 
know, you Villain, that after a Debauch, he will out-ſnore 
2 Fleetſtrest Conſtable and all his Watch, for fix Hours; 
— dare you tell me, he is not at home, you Cater- 
illar? 
5 Four. Upon the word of a true Valet de Chambre, Sir, I 
deal ſincerely and honeſtly with you. | 
Fath. No more to be ſaid: But, Sirrah, do you take 
Notice in his Behalf, and tell him, he ſhall pay for this: 
pay for it, do you hear you Mongril? Fob me off with 
ten ſtinking Guineas, when IFiad loft a hundred! Fiends 
and Furies, I'll not bear it Good Morrow my little 


Thunder - bolts! What fay , my tiny brace of Blunder- 
8 buſſes? 
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buſſes? can I'be ſervicrable? ſhall we about the Buſineſs 


hile it is practicable ? — 29 —— 
2100 Have you conſider d of it bly, Sir? 
Fath, Trouble thy head no farther ;-P 40 my Dar- 
lin 
Ton Have you conſider'd, Sir, that ſhe is your Son's: 
Miſtreſs? 
Fath, So much the better ſtill; Ill ſwinge her the 
t 
Grat. But ſuppoſe you ſhould meet him too there in her 
Defence, Sir? 
Fath. Still better and better, and better for that very 
reaſon; for I would ſwinge him too with much fatherly 
Diſcipline, and teach' him the Duty which a Son, with a- 
great deal of Mony, owes an honeſt old Daddy, that has 


45% Very piouſly reſoly'd, this; that the truth ar. 
But, Sir, I 2 have you fatisfy'd into the fs 
that this will be no trifling matter. No Boys Play, old. 


Tilbury. 

Fath. Boys Play, Sir? Sir, I can fight, Sir: Though L 
am an by: Fellow, I have a Fox by my ſide here, that 
will ſnarl upon Occafion.. Boys Play! I don't underſſand 
your Boys Play, Sir 

Theod,. I would not have you take my Plainneſs ill, Sir: 
I only hinted it, ro deal with you according to an old fa- 
not I fhion of Sincerity, which I profeſs: Sir, I hope you are 
ſnore ¶ not offended at it. 
ours; Fath. Then, to rectifie all Miſtakes, let us fairly have a 
Zater- Breakfaſt, hoc Momento. I have a fort of gnawying Cou- 

; rage, that when it is provok d, * ab my me a Sto- 
Sir, [ mach to a ſayoury Bit, and a cheerful Bottle. I hate to be 
run through the Guts, with nothing in = to keep the 

take Wind out. 


Te he 


, you 
ith 1 
2 you 


this: Grat. Very well propos d. I think; for we have more 
with Friends to meet us at a 

tends intend to wiſh our Enter! 

—. two, and thea about it as d 

nder- 


11es? 8 
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Fath, Very well ſaid, that: This is a pretty Fellow, II 
warrant him. Now, if my Rebel be run through the 
Midriff in this Buſineſs, I am the next Heir at Law, and 
the two thouſand Pounds a Year is my own, declare. Come 
along my little Spit-fires. | 
Nous allons. 

Brave ſirippons. 

Sans . nous allons. | | 
Six Bumpers in a Hand to him that drills the firſt Whore- 
Maſter through the ſmall Guts. ; 

Grat. We'll pledge it heartily, Sir. 

Fath. You are both my honeſt Boys, my beſt Children; 
march along then bravely and boldly.—— I muſt berrow 
Mony of theſe Fellows before I part with em, Nous allons, 


Brave ſirippons. [ Exennt, 
: Enter Courtine. 


Cour. Oh the unconſcionable Importunity of an unſa- 
voury, phlegmatick, cold, inſipid Wife! By this good Day, 
ſhe bas kiſs'd me till I am downright ſick; I have had fo 
much of her, that I ſhall have no Stomach to the Sex again 
this Fortaight, 


Enter Sylvia. 
Sylv. My Deareſt, pray my Deareſt, don't thus leave 
me: By this kind Kiſs I beg it. | 
Cour. Ob, the Devil! 
- Sybv. Look kindly on me; ſpeak to me. 
Cour. Plague intollerable! m—— 
Sylv. Indeed, my Dear, I love you with ſuch Fondneſs! 
Pray ſpeak. 
Cour. I cannot. 
Sv. Why? an't you well? 2 
Cour. Oh, there's a ſudden Faintneſs comes o'er my 
Spirits! Oh, Pm very fick! Leave me, if thou lov'ſt me, 
Rand off, and give me Air; I die elſe. Oh hl | 
Sv. I'll kiſs thee then to Life again. | 
Our. Stand off, I ſay; I'll not be ſtifled ! Murder! Help! 
Murder! Help! 
Si Ii-natur'd Tyrant! 
Cour. Good-natur'd Deyil! 


iſs, ith? Devil's Name! 
Nilo 
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„ PI Sylv. Come near me, Husband. 
the Cour. Come not near me, Wife. How hows: terte d. 
5 and Sylv, You muſt be kind; indeed, my dear; you muſt. 


— Damnation! 
Sylv. You long to be rid of me again. 


bout, if I know, I am a Raſcal. — Oh! Oh! 
Sylv. What's the matter, Dearee? | 


dren, ob! ob! 
Tow Sylv. Alas, I fear y are very fick indeed! if my poor 
llons, Lovee ſbould die, whe would become of me! 


eunt. Cour. A Plague o your whining! Would I were well out 
of the Houſe once! 1 
inſi· Sylv. Shall I fetch thee ſome Cordial, my deareſt Love; 


Day, my Joy ? Speak to me; ſhall 1? 


id ſo Cour: Ay if thou wilt, my Jewel. [Exit Sylv.] Jewet' 


gain quotha!— what A Plague's this: Huſh, is ſhe gone? — 
Now for a convenient Balcony to venture the breaking of 
Neck at. 
eave Enter Page. 
Page. Sir, Sir, a word with you. | 
Cour. With me, Sweetheart? thy Buſineſs? -* 
Page. A Lady, Sir that dog d you hither this Morns 
in 
eſs! 5 A Lady! — 
Page. Yes, 2 1 Sir. | 
Cour. Hiſt: Ger you in, you little Monkey; skip, ſcull; 
or you'll ſpoil all elſe..——Here's the bleſſed Comfort of a 


my Wife again now:—— Oh, oh! [ Ex. Page. 

me, Enter Sy lvis. 

Sylb. How is't; my Bleſſi Ing? Here, take this: Heav'n 
guard thee. 

elp! Cour. From thy confounded troubleſome Company, if 


it be poſſible. [ Drinks, 
Sylv. How is't, my Dear | 


Conr. Indeed, wy dear, by your good Leave, I ſhanot,. 
Caur. That I do moſt mightily ; but how to bing it a. 


Cour. Oh, I am fick again of the ſudden! Give me the 
Chair there: Oh! my Heart beats, and my Head ſwims! 


- 


ä 3 
* . 
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Cour, Do, Pr'ythee do, my Joy then, Joy in the Def 


Name. F [ Ex. Syly, 
Hiſt, Sirrah Page, come hither. | 
; | | Lady Enter 5 1 
=_ Page. Is your gone, Sir 
N Cour. Yes: But what News of the other Lady, my 
truſty Mercury? a | 
Page. She's now below, Sir; and deſires to ſee you. 
Cour. Is ſhe young? handſome? 
Page, I can't tell that, Sir; but ſhe's rare and fine. 
Cour. Are her Cloaths rich? | 
Page. Oh Sir, all Gold and Silver; with a deep Point 
Thingum Thangum over her Shoulders: And then ſhe ſmell 
as ſweet as my Lady's Dreſſing-Box. 
Cowr. Fly little Spright, and tell her, I'm impatient: tel 
her, I'll wait on her within a Moment: Tell her 
Cour. Be gone, be gone, you Knave, or you'll be caught 
elſe. Oh! [ Ex, Page, 
Enter Sylvia. 
 Sylv. Here's all that's left, my Heart, 
I am ſorry for it, it is very comfortable, [| Drinks. 
Oh, ob, oh! | 
Shy. What ails my Life? 
Cour, Oh, I have a horrid Tremor upon my Heart! tis 
the old Palpitation I us'd to be tronbłd with, return'd a- 
gain. Oh, if I were but 
Syly. Where, Love? 
Cour. Oh! but in a condition to go abroad, there is an 
able Fellow of my &-quaintance, that always us d to relieve 
me in this Extremity. | 
1 does he live? I'll take a Coach my ſelf, and 
to him. 
Cour. The Devil take me if I know.——Oh! tis a vaſt 
way off——Oh! now it kills me again. 
Sylv. I ſhall not think it ſo, when it is my Duty. 
Cowr. That's but too kind, ny Sweeteſt ; though, if! 
had but one Bottle of his Elixi 
Sylv. How is it call'd? 
Cour. Specimen Vitæ. 


Sylv. 


_ oy - l 
ett * oa 
n = 
* F 
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is very good. | 

oylv. Where irt be lives then? Pr'ythee let me go thi-- 
er. | 

Cour. Oh, *tis a horrid way off?! Befides, it would trou-- 
'e me dow, in this condition, to be fo long without 


* Pr'ythee let me go. 
S. * Grub-ſtreet” Child, as Grub 


tet. 

Sv. Ill be back again inſtantly. | 
Cour. I bad rather, indeed, thou ſhouldſt go thy ſelf, 
han ſeed a Meſſenger, becauſe the buſineſs will be done 
ore carefully.. 

Silv. How's the Direction then? 

Cour. In Grub. ſtreet, Child, at the Sign of the Sun and 
hanix, 1 think it is, there lives a Chymiſt; ask for him, 
din my Name deſire a Bottle of his Specimen Vn. Oh 
Sylv. Specimen Vita? a 

Cour. Ay, Specimen Vita. L' try in the mean time if 
can walk about the Room, and divert the terror of my 


Its. 
Sylv. Heay'ns bleſs my Dearee. : | 
Cour. Thank you, my only Joy. Would in the De- 
il's Name ſhe were gone once, and bad her Guts full of: 
hat Quack's Spesrmen Vite. 
Sylv. You'll be careful of your ſelf, Child? 
As careful as | can, Child. | 
Sylv. Gud b'w'y Comrtee. 
Cour. B'w'y my Sylvee.— Oh, oh! [ Exit Sylvia, 
Enter Page, 


ſhe gone? 
Page, Yes, Sir. 
Cour, Where's the Lady? 
Page. Here; juſt entring gp the Back-Stairs. 
| | Lady appedſs at the Door. 


Cour. Madam, this Hondyr done your worthleſs Ser- 
aut. 


4 


A. Specimen vita: die a damn'd hard Name, but 


Enter- 


—- 
* 
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Enter Sylvia. | 

Sylv. Oh, my dear Heart, I had forgot my Wage: 
Pray Courtee, kiſs me before I go. | we. 
Cour. Confound her, come again! Ob, my Love! I hai 
made hard ſhifr to crawl to the Door here. 

Syky. Who's that behind you? ' | 

Cour. Nothing but a Page, come to know if wanted am 
thing. A Plague of her Hawk's Eyes! 

Sylv. Gud b'w'y my deareſt Love. 

Cour. Gud b'w'y my Joy. 

Sylv. Nay, give me another. B'w'y Courtee. 

Cour B'w'y Sylvee.——So, is ſhe. gone again). 
Devil take me, if thou interrupteſt me any more. 

[ Locks the Door after her 
| Enter Lady. 

Lady. Is that your Lady, Sir? 

Cour. Yes; but I hope you'll not think the worſe of me, 
pretty One, for keeping a Wife Company now and then, if 
for want-of better.. 

Lady. Can you be ſo kind, Sir, not te forget me? Doi 

remember me ſtil], Captain? 

Cour. Remember thee, Child! Is it poſſible for that 
Face to be ever blotted out of my Memory Though, 
the Devil eat me, if ever I ſaw it before, to the beſt of 
my Knowledge. 

Lady, Where is your Lady gone, Sir? 

Cour. To Grub-fireet, Jewel, for ſome Specimen Vita. 

Lady. Specimen Vite, Sir! Oh dear, what's that? 

Cour. Oh, come but quietly into the next Room, and | ilk De 
will ſhew thee what Specimen Vitæ is preſently. | 

Lady. Vou may. perhaps, think ſtrange of this Freedom 
I take with you, Sir. f- den 

Cour. Not in the leaſt; Child; it ſhews thy Genero- Wai 
ſity.—— I love her now for underſtanding her Buſineſs, 
and coming cloſe to the matter quickly. 

Lady. But, Sir, preſuming on your Quondam Favouts 
to me, I am come to beg Advice in a matter of 
Law, which I am at preſeef! inyoly'd in: and if you 
pleaſe it 0 


— 


Cour, To retire a little in private? Oh, thou couldſt 
t have pick d out ſuch another Man for thy purpoſe: [ 
n, may be, the beſt Lawyer in the World for Chamber- 
or "Really | ſo good 'd 
| L . you are -natur 
ed any — — and Specimen Vita, quot ha! He that bas 
e Palpitation of the Heart, and armful of this won't cure 
m, let him die upon a Dungill, and be bury'd in aDitch, 
ſay, ——This is the rareſt Adventure. 

| [ Exexnt Couttine and the Lady. 


The SCENE changes to a Bed-Chamber. 


Enter Beaugard in, as Dreſſing himſelf. 
| Beau. Heigho! Heigho! Boy, Imp where art thou? 
f me, BW Dwarf. Here: Your Pleaſure? Whar's your Pleaſure, Sir? 
We Beau. What is't o'Clock, Boy? | 

= Dwarf. Sir, in your World, by Companies, I gueſs it 
? Do By be Afternoon. | 
Beax, A very pretty little Raſcal, this; and a very ex- 
ordinary way of Proceeding, I am treated withal here: 
have been bed, tis true, but the Devil a wink of ſound 
eſt came near my Senſes all the whilez but broken: 
umbers, Dreams, Starts, and ſprawling from one ſide to 


Vagel 
bare 


e might have been ſo good-natur'd to have given a 
ranger a Viſit. This can be no leſs than ſome Roman- 


heat the Widow of me: Now will I, for once, if ſhe 
edom pes attempt me, put on that monſtrous Virtue, call'd 


nero- Wain! This a merry Region, 1'll ſay that for it, where 
fine(s, Mer it de. Boy! tai * : 

Dwarf. Did you call, Sir? 

ours Bl Beau. My Cloaths, Monger, my Veſtments: I hate a 
ter of V babillee mortally: I long do be rigg'd, that I may be fit 


f you Action, if Occaſion ſhou it ſelf. 
[ Dwarf . 
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cut the Merits of thy Caule 


e other, in hopes the fair Unknown that keeps this Ca- 
k Deſign of the little Fairy, that threatned ſhe would 


|f-denial, and be daminably conſtant, — What, Muſtck 


„ 
* 
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A SONG. 


„ . 
Welcome Mortal to this place, 
Where ſmiling Fate did ſend thee :. 
Snatch gy 2 Minutes, As they paſs ; 
knows how few attend thee ! 
| "- xi 
Flood: of Foy about thee roul, | 
An in endleſs Meaſure. 
Dip thy Wiſhes deep, and fill thy Soul 
With Draughts of every Pleaſure.. 
RS | | 
Feaſt thy Heart _ Love's Deſires 
| Eyes with Beauty's Charms © 
With ee fan the Fire, 
Then ſtifle it in thy Arms. 
| ..:. 
For, ſance Life's a ſlippery Gueſt, 
" "Who 5 2 t 0. 
Treat it, whilſt it ftays here, with the beſt 
And then "twill go utented. 
* 
Cyme you that attend Goddeſs's Will, 
And ſprinkle the Ground 
With Perfumes around; 


Shew him your Duty, and ſhew us your Skill. 
Enter four Black Women, that dance to the fame 


t. 
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| | 
They dance round bim. 


Fil all his Veins with a tender Deſire, 
A then ſhew a Beauty to ſet em ire; 
Lai god roi on s to his Wound ſhe apply, 
Then on thoſe "white Pillows of Love let him die. 
| [ The Dance ends. 


Beau. Faith, and with all my Heart; for I am weary 
the lingring Diſeaſe, and long to taſte my M | 
Woſt mightily. Hah! a Banquet too, uſher'd in by 2 


nocent Contrivance! Well, here's no fear of Rarvings 
t's one Comfort. Now my dear Muſicians, would ye 
but as as your word, and ſhew me the Reauty 
Ju have fo prepar'd me for! — But then, my Widow! 
dear, generous, noble-hearted Widow ! She that loves 
derty as I do. She that defies Matrimony as I do too. 
all I turn Recreant, and be falſe to her? Ah Daredevd, 
aredevil! How 1 want thee to help me out in this Caſe 
Conſc'cace a little | 
| Enter Daredevil. 
Dared. Beaugard, where art thou? A | 
Beau. Ah dear Damnation! I was juſt now heartily 
iſhing for thee. 
Dared. Such News! ſuch Tidings ! ſuch a Diſcovery! 
Beau. Hah! What's the matter, Man? 


y little bluſhin ing Buds, you Rogue, that never 
d fo much as St 0 Maſcaline Breath upon them. 
f,—— What's here? A Banquet ready? Nay, then I am 
Isfy'd. Never were Heroes fo inchanted as we are. 

Bea. But where are the Virgins, Daredevil? the Vir- 
ns! . 

Dared. There's only one & em, Child; only one. 
Jean. Is there but one, 
Dared. That's no matter, Mi; I'll be contented, till 
ou baſt done with her: 1 hate a Conveniency that 


Cupids ! [Two Cupids run in a Table furniſp d] Pretty | 


Dared. Only fix and fifty Virginsapiece for us, that's all; 


- 
* 


— 
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was never practiſed upon; tis like a new Shoe that w; 
never worn, wrings and hurts ones Foot baſely and ſcy 
vily. I love my eaſe, I. 

Beau. But is ſhe very Lovely? 

Dared. Such a Swinger, you Dog! ſhe'll make tt 
Heart bound like a Tennis Ball at the Sight of her: with; 
majeſtick ſtately Shape and Motion. e 

Beau. Well. | 

Dared. A Lovely, Angelical, commanding Face. 

Beau. By Heav'ns! | 

Dared. — two Triumphant, „* _ ing 
Eyes, that ſwear at you ev'ry time you upon her. 

— Stand off, ſtand off, I Gay; ſhe's mine this N 
nute. But then again, my Widow! 1 

| Enter 4 Lady. Mask'd. 
Hah!——Mask'd too! when the Devil ſhall I ſee a Wont 
with her own natural Face again? Madam 

Lady. Be pleas'd Sir, to repoſe your ſelf a little; ther 
is a ſmall Account, Sir, to be adjuſted betwixt you and 
Where are my Servants? Who is it waits there? 

LSeueral Men Vizarded, and Arm d. appear at the L 

Beau. What the Devil can be the meaning of this now 
] am not to be murdered, I hope, aſter all this Ceremot 
and Preparation? | 

' Dared. Murder d, in the Devil's Name! Here is gret 
fear of being murder'd, truly. | 

Lady. Come Sir, fit down Sir. 

Beau. Madam, I'll obey you. 

Lady. ] doubt not, Sir, but ſince your coming hither, 
You are much ſurpris'd, and wonder at your Treatmenr. 
Dared. So now the Fardle's opened, we ſhall ſee wh 
is in it. 

Beau. Madam, t has been ſo very highly generous 

Lady. That you are prepar d with Compliments to 


me for it. 
But, Sir, ſuch Coin's adul and baſe: 
I muſt have honeſt Dealing from your Heart. 


- Dared. Swear to her, to her a little, Man; po 
out a Buſhel of Oaths on her inſtantly : Syyear, ſwer 
if thou wilt do any gd upon her; 

| 1 


Lady. 1 know my Rival. 

— Ay, 'tis iſo, juſt ſo, juſt as I 
idow will run a damnable Hazard of 
ſon of mine, if I do not take abundance of Care in the 
fineſs. Here are Rogues on each hand, with Bunder- 
ſſes too. I fhall be raviſh'd. | 
Lady. She, by her Arts, 

d the good Fortune to have firſt attempted it; 

now *s poſſeſs'd already of — Heart. 

Pt know too, I'm a Woman loath Refuſal, 

ornful Refuſal 


ould loſe all this time for an infignificant Oath or two. 
Lady. Or, if my Fortune, SPA 
Thich is not deſpicable, prove too weak 
2 Argument to tell you I deſerve you; 
et I have this to boaſt, I nc'er conceal'd my ſelf, 
ther for Shame or Ends; but rather choſe 
> run the Riſque of being deny'd your Love, 
han win it by baſe Artifice and Practices. 
hat think you, Sir? 
Beau. Hah! —— 
bat, Madam, I'm moft miſerable, 
nleſs 2 
Lady. Your Widow Porcia, Sir, your Widow. 
Beau. Madam, I muſt confeſ 
Lady. Well: . 
Beau. That I love her, and will for ever. —— 
Lady. Death! Do you confeſs it too? 
you not here your ſelf within my Power, 
. EN 8 

us far I've my Word, I've d her Stratagems; 
ou re here my Priv'ner, and by what is paſt | 
ou ought to think me capable of more. 


ight -be rectify d. 1 to my own Knovvle ge 
Beau. Fool, ſtand off. \ 7 


m ſcn(ible that you are the lovelieft Creature 


Eyes Cer gaz'd on; but _— 
eq. But what? \ | 
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Dared. Swear to her, I tell thee: That ever a Fellow 


Dared. If this Fellow would but ſwear a little, all this 


vs 
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| Bean. I'm ſure 
| You'd . — — me werth your Heart, 
= Could I be faithleſs, could I be unconſtant. 
=_ Pity me, fair One; yet, methinks this Hand 
- Lady. D 
| . By Heay'n, I'll never bear It=n—_—_— 
Beau. Madam! 
Dared. Madam, J 
Co ou but throw ſome favour on your Servant. 
2 . By all the fury in a Woman's Heart, 
Plit be avs 7 on his. Make ready, Slaves, 
To do your Office 
Dared. Madam 
Beax. Look you, Madam, your Lady ſnip may do your 
pleaſure; you may command half à dozen 7 Bullen 
through my Pericranium, if you have a mind to have your 
Beauty ſpoke well of by the Criticks of Holbourn, tht 
once a Month ſwarm at their Windows to ſpy handſome 
Faces: Upon that conſideration you may murder a por 
conſtant Monſter if » Madam. 
Still am I ſcorn d thea! 
Beau. Would you kill me barbarouſly ? 
Bure thoſe ſweet Eyes could not fee ſuch a Sight. 
Lady. No, take your Life, and witb't this ſatisfact ion: 
Porcia ſcorns you, as much as you do me: 
And, till thou ſueſt upon thy humble Knees 
To me for Pity, Porcis ſhall deſpiſe thee. 
Beau. Madam, I fwear! 


Lady. No more. 
. Beau. By all thoſe Beauties, oing te 
_ Lady. Be gone, for ever fly, this. Ah — . 
* Enter Courtine. onſole 
Cour. Death, Damnation, Devils! How came I birher! vith a 
Beaugard ! Bean 


Dean. Friend Courtine! fpeak Man: What's the matter ad kep 
Caur. Damnation! Jad oh — 1 mag betray'd ad hap 


o real 
Wom. A Midwife! — for a Midwife, run for * 


good Woman. —Qh 223 La 
Boas, A e 4 
Lac 
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Lady. Heav'ns! a Midwife! [ Exit. 
_ Yes, Friend, a Midwife. I am fi manag'd, 
I thought I had been in private here, in this _ 
ith a civil Perſon of a good Reputation, and it 

mn'd trapanning Strumpet. Juſt in the middle of al 
r 1 Underſtanding » the fetches a great 
rick, and roars out for a Midwife: The Drab is full gone 
ith Baſtard, and mo I am by Ro of it. * 
Beau. A very toke my W 
* Children bring 2 Honour them. 
: [t may grow up to be a Comfort to thee in thy 


8 Man. 
gs Man Oh, your Olive Branches are unſpeckeble Bleſ- 


— 
xt. 


) yout 7s, the Gift of Heav'n, I love to fee Poſterity go for- 
zullen ard, and Families encreaſe, with all my heart. | 

» your Cour. Let me be hang'd and quarter'd, Gentlemen, if 

, ther 1 ſet Eyes onthe Virtue in my Life before. My | 


veet Wife, with a Pox to her, brought me hither. 
Beau, Why, is thy Wife in London? 
Cour. Yes, Hell confound her! ſhe has hunted me full 
ry up to Town; ſeiz'd upon me this Morning, and 
ought me hither, where ir ſeems the lay all the laſt 
ight, 
ad, Why then, for ought I know, ve may be dil 
anted. 
Beau. | am 2lad to bear that with all my heart 1 the. 
2 the Houſe? 
Cour. No; I was forced to counterfeit Sickneſs, till I 
vas Cen fick indeed, to get rid of her, upon pratence of 
oing to my Phyſician, in the Devil's name; that this con- 
punded Bulker, with her Guts full of Baſtard, and I might 
onſole together for half an hour; and am ſweetly fined 
vith a Concubine, that's the truth ont. | 
Beam. This comes of your Whoring, Comretme; if you 
- — me Company, and liv'd virtuouſly, none of this, 
append to you now. ee you muſt be wandring. 
7 


* willh erye your turn. 


ion; 


fear, Orp' ain Comrtine, 
onder's the fineſt chop- 
ving © 


Lady. Ha, ha, ha! Well. 
ou are the happieſt Gentleman 


* p * * V = * — 
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7 
| -pir for you. Why, it will be able to carry a My ou r 
; > on. . 8 this Fortnigbt. And the Cour 
"on 7 am ſo obliged to you for bringing the Lady to lye in Sy 
my Houſe, that if your Wife will do me the Honour, H buu v 
take it for a Favour to ſtand for Godmother with her. cath, 
Cour. And, Madam, to return your Compliment, I ui bear 
with all my Heart you were pregnant with a Litter 
nine ſuch chopping Boys, upon Condition that I wen Sylv. 
| bound to be Godta 2 —＋ Kennel. — 2 warr 
7 r being witty, with a e to you. Aſid ith ve 
0 * That's ſomething coarſe though, Friend, to f Peri 
Lady that's ſo civil to you. | t whe 
Euter ſeveral Maids of the Family, one with the Child dans a 
1 Maid. See Femy, yon's the Man; that, that's the f d wh 
8 | ke me 
2 Maid. I'll ſwear it is a Perſon. Wclolve 
3 Maid. Oh Sir, Heay'ns blefs you, you're the happiel Cour. 
Man! Here is my young Maſter, as like you as if you ballfWapuc. 
tbore it your ſelf. , Bean. 
4 Maid. What a pretty little Noſe it has! Lady. 
" _ 2 Maid. And juſt its Father's Eyes for all the World. aht fat 
1 Maid. It would never grieve a Body to have a Chill 
by ſuch a handſom Gentleman. 
«> _ Cour. Ye Whores! ye Drabs! ye fulfom, ſtinkig m. 
Whores! Cluſters of Poxes on ye, and no Hoſpitals pit Lady. 
ye: Confound ye, leave me. - , ter? a 
Beau. Fye upon it, Caurtine, * for Shame : give ſome¶¶Dared. 
thing to the Nurſe, Man; that's but civil. we jend, v 
11 Enter Sylvia. 's all tl 
Sylv. A Baſtard! Death, a Baſtard! Under my Noſe too! ” 
Where's the vile hateful Monſter ? Dared. 
Beau. Have Patience, Lady Porcia : 
| Sylv. Falſe, loathſome Traytor. 
ur. Y 


Cour. Now my Joy's compleated. | 

- Sylv. Let me come at him, let me go. ore, 

Cour. Hold her faſt, Friendꝭ if thou loveſt me. 

Sylv. Thou Devil Thou treach'rous, faithlefs, pe- 
jur'd Wretch! Thou Husbagd! Look in my Face. 

Cour, Well. - 

Sylv. Did I ever deſgF7e this? — 


Degenerate Brute] thou, only in Falſhood, Man! 


Thot 


— 


* 
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M ou rampant Goat, Abroad, and Drone at Home. 
they Cour. Like a Dog with a Bottle, &c. [ Shngs. 
in u Sylv. Thou perfect Yoke-fellow! thou heavy Ox. 


huu want'ſt a Goad to make thee know thy Strength! 
eath, Fiends and Torments! I cou'd dig thoſe Eyes our! 


wich! bear it no longer! Bedlam! Bedlam! Bedlam ! 10 
er d [ Courtine' Sings, and Dances 4 Figg. 
wen Sylv. No more! FIl ſtay no more to be his Triumph: 
found 


warn'd by me, ye Virgins that are bleſt 
ith your feſt Native Freedom: let no Oaths 
f Perjur'd Mankind wooe you to your Ruin: 
t when a creeping, fawning, weeping Crocodile 
oans at your Feet, remember then my Fall: 
d when for Piry moſt his Tears implore, 
ke me, your Virtue to your Hearts recal; 
eſolve to ſcorn, and never ſee him more. Exit. 
Cour. With all my Heart, thou dear, dear Wite an 
ague. | | 
Beau, Methinks a very pitiful Caſe this, Madam. 
Lady. If your Widow were but bere, Sir, now, ſhe 
Wight fairly ſee what he is like to truſt to. . 

[ Here the ſham Scene. 
Enter a Woman and Daredevil. | 
Mom. Oh Madam! Madam! What will become of us all? 
Lady. Become of us, Woman! Pr'ythee, what's the 
itter? are we in any Danger? | 
ſome ; ¶ Dared. Only your Brother-in- Law, Madam, and his 
jend, with above a dozen arm'd Men more, Madam, 
's all the matter, Madam. 
ady. My Brother-in-Law! 
Dared. Yes, your Brother-in-Law, Lady, if your Name 
Porcia: Such a one they ask for. 
Bean. Porcia ! | 
mr. Yes, Porcia: I could have told you ſhe was Porcia 
Ore, . 
or. Tis but too true, Sir; Hy unhappy Name is Porcia.. 
bean. Porcia, my Widow! my dear loyely Widow! / 
at an ill- natur'd Trick was this Concealment! mg 
or. Though, Sir, you never tm Face before, 
o you think it worth your leaſtVegard, 
ect me; for I dread my Brother's Fury, 
ol. II. | D | Ev'a 


Thot 
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Ev'n worſe than Matrimony. Here, Sir, I yield my fel 
Up yours for ever. 

Beau. And ſhall I claim thee? 
Por. From this Hour, for ever. 
Beau. And, by this happy Hour, I'll keep thee mine they 
Secure thy ſelf in the next private Cloſet, 

Peace to thy Heart, pocr Widow. [ Exit Porciz 
Give us but ms. 

Dared. Thoſe I've provided for you. 
T found our Swords in a certain private Corner that ſhil 
be nameleſs, where I was propolirg ſome civil Familiaritit 
to the Lady Governeſs of the Family, juſt as the Bluſteren 
entred. ] 

Feau. Are they in the Houſe, then? 

Dared. Yes, and have bound the Servants too; the hur 
gry Rogues were all ſurpris d at Dinner; you'll hear mon 
of them preſently, 11] warrant you. 
Cour, Stand to your Arms, Beaugard; the Enemy?s u 
on us. | 
Del We have had a Succeſſion of very pretty Adve 
tures here; firſt we are enchanted, then we are fiddled i 
fleep, then we are fiddled up again: then here's a Diſc 
very of a very fair Lady, follow'd by another of a bou 
cing brown Baſtard; and when we might have thou 
all Fortune's Tricks had been over, we are in a very fi 
way at laſt of having our Throats cut. But I'll ſecure a 
Life, that ſhall be my Care — [1s ftealing 

Beau. Dog, (tay and fight, or, by Heav'o, Vil rip ye 
Heart out. | 

Dared. Well then, if I muſt fight I muſt: What a Pt 
I have two good Scconds o' my fide; and that bas fa 
many a Coward's Credit before now. [Noiſe with 

Theod. Break open the Door there, force the Paſſy 
cown with it. 

Enter Theodoret, Pratian, and Father, 
Beau. Well, Gentlemen, what farther ? What means t 
Violence here? 

Theod. J hope, 5 580 no Secret, when you ſee 1 
We are. | 
Fath. We come, Sir, to demand a Lady, Sir; one Pn 
Beau. How's that, my Father! | 
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low; but 1 am theſe Gentlemens Friend here. 

low, Atheiſt, will I murder thee. | 

Dared. O Law's! 

Fath. Fact, Fack, Jack! Come hither Pack a Word 

ith thee, >Fack: Give me a hundred Pieces now, and I'll 

o'thy fide Fact; and help thee to beat off theſe impudent 

lows. Gentlemen, I cannot but own to you that this 

my Son, 

Beau. Sir, were you nick'd to your Shirt, I would not 

rt with a ſingle Shilling, Sir. 

Fath. Though, if he were my Son ten thouſand times, 

ſuch a Cauſe as yours, I'd draw my Sword againſt him. 
Draw. 

Beau. You may remember, Gentlemen, a Challenge. 

Grat. Which you forgot, Sir. 

Cour. Hab! a Challenge, Beaugard? 

Beau. I'll tell thee more hereafter, To ſhew you IL 

not forgot it, the Lady you thus perſecute is now un- 

r my Protection, id with my Sword II 10 her 

. Draws. 

Cour. If we don't, may my Wife get 20 

d wear mine for a Bodkin. 

Theod. Come on then, Sir. 

Zenn. For the Lady. 5 

Grat. For my Honour. 

Cour. And for my Friend, Sir. 

Dared. Old Brimſtone-Beard, have at thee. 

[ Fight. The reſt of Theodore:'s Party falls in. 

Cour, Baſe Traitors! Odds! 

Beau. Confound em! thruſt. 

{ Beaugard and Courtine driven off. 

Dared. Oh, I am lain! my Maw runs out: What will 

ome of me! Ob! [Gratian and Daredevil fall. 

Enter Theodoret. 

Theod, Secure that Paſſage now: ———— How fares 

Friend ? 

rat, Pm wounded: Send 

| bleed much. 

Theod. Look to your Maſter, Sir 

careful of this Beaſt here. 


D 2 Dare d. 
3 R » 


a Chirurgeon quickly, 


and you, Fellow, 


* be 4 


Fath. Father me no Fathers: I am none of thy Father, 


A, . - 
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Dared. Oh, a Parſon! a Parſon! dear Sir, a Parſon! 
Some pious good Divine, if you have any Charity, 
Enter Father with Porcia. 
Fath, Here, here ſhe is; I ba got her for ycu; let me 
alone for ferreting a Female's Quarters our, 
Theod. I'd have you, Sir, take care for your Security: 
There's Miſchief done, Sir. 
Fath. The more Miſchief the better; thou ſhalt find me 
no Flincher, Boy: here, here; make ſure of her. 
Por. Inhuman Tyrant! Why am I abus'd thus? Help! 
Murder! Help! X : 
Theod. None of your Tricks; no Cries, no Shricks for 
, Succour. 
By Hell, bere's that ſhall ſilence you for ever, 
Thou Woman: thou young, itching, wanton Devil! 
Fly to baſe Cells of Luſt! Give up thy Virtue, 
® Diſgrace thy Name, and triumph ev'n in Infamy, 
On what a tott'ring Point his Honour ſtands ; 5 
That truſts the Treaſure in ſuch laviſh Hands! Exc 


— 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


Enter Lucretia in Man's Cloaths, and Chloris, 


Luc. L ROM this gay Minute farewel Love and Dot 
ing: I bave ſhook the |:z2y, ſtretching, wiſhir 

Folly out of. my Blood, and now my wandring Herti 
at home again. Let me ſee; I have a hundred and a hut 
dred times wiſh'd my ſelf a Man; and now, in outw 
Appearance, I am a very Fellow; nay, a very pretty Fc 
low: For, methinks Foppery, Impertinence, Self-concet 
and other maſculine Qualities grow upon me ftrangely. 
Oh, Miſchief, Miſchief, Miſchief! thou art a very ſwe 
Employment —— But Opportunity! Bewitching, Love 
Omnipotent Opportunity! o ſhall I come at thee? 
Chlorts ! | 

* Chlo. Madam, . 

Luc. Give me my . 

Chloe. Here, Madarf: Bleſs us, What will your Ladys 


do with your ſelf in this Equipage! , 
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Lac, Ladyſhip, Huzzy! take notice from this impor- 
nt Moment, I am no more your Miſtreſs; but that im- 
rial Creature, your Maſter: And therefore know roo, 
will have my Fœminine Habiliments burnt inſtantly, 
d an Operator ſent for to make me a Beard grow. I 
Ii learn to Ride, Fence, Vault, and make Fortifications 
Wh Dirt-Yies: Nay, if the humour hold, Fll go Voluntier 
to Germany againſt the Turk, 
Chloe. But what will be the end of all this, Madam? 
Luc. Why, if 1 go into the War, I ſhall have the Pri- 
lege, when I return home, to talk of Marches, Battles 
ad Sieges, which I never was at, nor underſtand any 
nore than the Fools I tell my Story to. If I ſtay at home, 
With the Privilege of good Cloaths, Pertneſs and much 
implicity,, will I ſer up for a Spark, grow familiar at 
i- Hall, and impudent with ſome great Man there or 
otber; run in Debt with a high Hand, be terrible in 
Wating-Houſes, and noiſy all over the Town, 
Chlo. A very hopeful Reſolution. 
Luc. As thus: When I and another Spark meet; Dam 
e, Fack, ſays I, What Times are there ſtirring? What 
eady to be had? What Caravans have you met with, or 
hat Looſe lately managed? You Rogue, you look very 
igh upon the Huckle. 1 
= Well Madam; But what will all this Gibberiſh 
1 1 Ee . 
Luc. Signifie, you Fool! why what it ſignifies already z 
it, Courage, Martial Diſcipline, Intereſt at Court, Pre- 
ace to Preferment, Free Quarters in my Lodgings, and 
ree Booty in every Cuckold's Shop, who ſhall truſt me 
painſt his palpible Knowledge, that à am not worth a 
roat; and never have the Impudence to hope to be paid. 
Chlo. And muſt your Honour have a Miftreſs too? 
Luc, Yes Huzzy, and you ſhall be ſerviceable to me in 


atiable Help-meet of the Captain's ſhall be my Dulcines 
| Tobeſo. She's in Love with me already, that's my 
omtort: As I paſſed through the Hall juſt now, ſhe 
dming into the Houſe to pay a Vit to the Widow Por- 
(who, by the way, is as wicked as my ſelf, and my 

D 3 great 


de Matter: I'll have a Doxy this very Night, I have ſing- 
d ber out already; Courtiſd s Wife, that jealous, raging, - 


v8. 


| 
| 
| 
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great Counſellor in this noble Project) we met: I, ya 
muſt know, bow'd very reſpectfully; ſhe taking me feen 
a Stranger, Curt{h'd as low; and viewing me ſtrictly, Icer ta 
at me, as if that Minute ſhe took Aim at my Heart, a({Wmſ: 
deſigu d me for her Quarry, | Syb 

Chloe. But, Madam, ſhe knows, and muſt difcoyer you Rd w 
Luc. Thou art a Fool: She never ſaw me till yeſter nd: 
day in her Life-time, then too diſguiſed: So that it 1 
not practiſe on her Frailty, and by that means find a Wy an l. 
to revenge my ſelf on that Vizard-monger Beawugard, may 
be condemned to wear Breeches as long as I live, and eart, 


never know more than the preſent Uſe I make of them. % 
Chlo. Hiſt Madam, ſhe's returning. is 

| or Sylvia.  - | 

Luc. Huſh then: Now, my Cauſe is coming on, ani pre 


have at her. | 
 Sylv. Sweet-heart, pray oblige me ſo far to ſhew mich) 
the way to the Gardens; I come to pay a Viſit to Mad a ( 
Porcia, and am inform'd ſhe's gone there for the Air.— 5% 
A very bandſome Youth _ [414 
Ohle. Madam, this young Gentleman here is come ts): 
ther on the ſame kind Errand with your Ladyſhip, aui L 
waits till her Return. 4 
| _— 3 the 33 40 ſeeing Jon! i 
Jlappineſs would recompence the being diſappointed 
No Converſation of tg befides. © — 
Sylv. Indeed, Sir! | 
Tuc. Yes, indeed, Madam. ; : 
'Sylv. Are you a Relation to this Family, Sir? =. 
Luc. Madam, the greateſt Advantage I hope from th | 
Family is, henceforth to have oftner the Honour of kiſſi 1 
your fair Hands here: It is an Opportunity I ſhould null | 
no ungentlemanly uſe of. 1 
Sylv. Opportunity, Sir? | 
Tuc. Yes, Opportunity, Madam: I am not aſhamed viel 
mention ſo honeſt a Friend Opportunity, to one t- 
by her Years and Beauty, ſhould not, methinks, be a mo 
Foe to Opportunity. 
Hv. Do you know me, Sir? A 
Luc, Why, Madam do I treat you like a Strange 
Know you! By this good Hour, there has not been a Dt 


* 


Night ſince I firſt ſaw you, that I have thought or 
amd of zuy thing elſe. Are not you the Wife of a 
tan ſwaggering Squire about this Town, who calls 
mſelf Captain Courrine? is i 
gylv. Yes, Sir; ſuch a Friend in a Corner I have, Sir; 
d what, have you to ſay to him, Sir :I Il ſwear, a very 
adſome Vouh ſtill. 5311 
Luc. What, Madam! what I have to ſay to you, rather 
an loſe you, I would ſay to bim: which is. that I Hike 
bu, love you, languiſh for you; and would, with all my 
earr, Blood, Spirit and Fleſh, 1—ů—— 
Sylv. III ſwear, Sir, I am mightily oblig d to you, and 
is Mr. Courtine; ha, ha, ha!- 
Luc. Mr. Courtins! Take no ice, Ma lam, I receive that 
xpreſſion as kindly as if you had call'd him what I with 
m: For, pretty one, if my latelligence be true, he lives 
ith your Ladyſhip as much like Mr. Courtine, as much 
e a Gentleman 
Sylv. Sir! 
Lc. Madam! 

=. Oh Gaud, he's very handſome. 
Luc. Shall we walk in theſe Gardens anon, for I have 
Privilege of a Key that opens into the Fields: The 
don ſhines too. | | 
$yl. Between Ten and Eleven does the Moon ſhine? 
Luc. As bright as any thing but your ſelf, 
lu. But you'll tell, young Gentleman. 
Luc, Only you how I love you. 
Sylv. Eleven's a late Hour. 
Luc, Not too late. 
Sylv. Indeed! 
Luc. Take this, and my Word for it. [Kiſſes her, 
Sylv. Fie, how you uſe me, when you mean to forget 


Luc. Huſh, no more; Company's coming. Eleven, 
ylv. Ten, if you are king enough. 

Well ſaid, my chaſte Sex. 

4 Enter Porcia. 

. Oh Couſin, art thou come! Thou art the wel- 


dſt to deſpair for theſe three Hours. Od, Sir! your 
rank, D 4 0 : Luc. 
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eſt Creature on the Earth; I have expected thee al- 


* # 
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Luc, I am here, Madam, in order to your Commands, 
Sylv. Her Commands! R. a 
Por. Ob, Couſin, the prettieſt beſt- natur d Youth! He 

is ſomething related to us a great way off; and by thu 

means has the Privilege of viſiting, without Offence to my 
jealous Brother-in-Law, and tyrannical Guard ian. Have ya 
contriv'd that Buſineſs? 
Luc. Madam, it is done, 
Sylv. Bus'neſs! What Bus'neſs, Couſin? 

Lord, Coufin, you ſeem concern'd at it. 
Por. I'll tell thee: Seeing my ſelf here confin'd to the 

Rules and Limits of a very Priſon, I am refoly'd to put u 

good a Face upon the Matter as it will bear, and make my 

Mis fortune as eaſie as | can, Wherefore, for a little pre. 

ſeat Diverſion, I have contriv'd a Letter in an unknow8 

Name, by this young Agent here, and convey'd it to thy 

lewd Husband, with another in my own to Beaugari;il 

and ſent for thee, my Dear, to ſhare in the Pleaſure a 

the Conſequence. 

_ Sylv, Ha, ba, ha! But what will be this Conſequenct 
Co fin? | | 
Por, Twenty to one but it occaſions ſome new Alam 
and Divertiſement to my Jailours; who are ſo very er 
pricious, they would fancy a Rat behind the Hangings fu 

a coriceal'd Lover, It may too, by chance, produce m 

ſome lucky Opportunity once more to make my Eſcap! 

out of their mercileſs Power, Nay, they are already hal 

diſpos'd to run away themſelves; for by my Woman's l 

tereſt in the Chirurgeon, who has Care of the ſweariny 

Atheiſtical Fellow, Yeſterday hurt in the Scuffle, and i 

terwards convey'd hither, he gives it out, that he fears bi 

Wounds may be mortal, Upon which, my Lover Gratin 

fighs, and turns up his Eyes like a godly Brother at Ex 

erciſe. My Brother Theodore: puffe, ſwells grinds hi 

Teeth, and ſtamps as if he would brain himſelf againſt the 

next Wall; while poor Beaugard's neef-be-good Fathe Wl 

has, with pure Fear, loft a red Noſe that has been his fil 

Friend for theſe forty Years; and every time he ſees bi 

Face in 3 Glaſs, fancies every Wrinkle there has the ſhaft 

of a Gibber. 


* 
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- Enter Phillis. | 
Phil, Ob, my dear, dear Lady, what will become of us! 
moſt unhappy Accident! | | 
Por. Hab! | 

bil. Indeed Madam, I could not poſſibly help it, I ha 
i. | 

Por. Loſt it! loſt what? What haſt thou loſt? Would 
u hadſt loſt thy ſelf; loſt à Leg or an Arm, or any 
ng, rather than have put me in this Fright. Speak, 
ht is the matter? h . 
to the pil. Oh, Madam, the Billet, Madam, the Billet. 
put uc. Sy. How's this? | 

ke I Per. What, the Note I ſent to Beaugard ! 


= 


le pte. Phil, As | hope to ſee you happy, Madam, I put it aa 


now! dere between theſe two poor naked Breaſts here, as 
to th cr ic could Nick, fo I did; when, juſt as I was going 
Pl UA ſhould meet me but the old, wicked, ranting, 
ſure ol ring Gentleman that lies hid here for fear of hanging, 
eld he had been well hang'd a Twelvemonth fance; 
1uence WR there he fell a towzing, and a mowzing, and a med- 
—_— wich me; | was never ſo afraid of being raviſh'd ia 
Alarm Life, gad he knows: So in the ſtruggle, I gueſs the 
ery AC loſt truly; though in my Heart, I wiſh I had 
ngs fo WE" raviſh'd fix times over, rather than ſuch a Mis fortune had 
ice m pen'd. Nevertheleſs, I ha' done your Bugneſs for you, 
E (cap WAY have. 
Jy hi. BuS'neſs!. whar Buy'neſs? Uglineſs and ill Reputz- 
's I light on thee, Thou haſt undone and ruin'd me for 


vearing 


and i- Phil. Why, I have met with the Captain, and told him 


cars hu bole matter, as well as if be had read it in the Let- 
Gratia bimſelf. He's but too kind a Man to you, and I toe 
ar £1 ful a Servant, fo I am, to be thus reviled and curſed 
nds hs you for all this. ; 

inſt tte. What then did he ſay? Fool, Beaſt and Blockhead; 
| Farhe' me. | I 2 ' 

his . Why, he aid, he C die a thouſand and a thouſand 
ſees bie for you, were it poſſible, fo he did; and that he 
« (har r not eat, drink or ſleep till he has ſet you at Liberty, 
he wo not; and that he will be in the Garden before 


- 


Eur D 5; Tuc. 


= 
7 
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Tuc. What's in this Caſe to be done, Madam? —_ $5 
Por. O deareſt Couſin, retire if you love me; for, ſhoul _ Cc: 
the Lords of my Liberty get any Notice of this Bill ou 
and find a Man here, notwithſtanding your Relation, whz Th 
knows what ill Uſage it may aggravate ! =—— 1 auſ 
thy Chamber, dear Lucrece, ere the Storm comes upu = * 
= [ 4/48 ** 
Luc. I am all Obedience: Sweet Creature, you'll * 
member. q [To Sylvi Spa 
Sylv. It is not poſſible to forget you, ſurely. rn 
Luc. Bleſſings on you for this Goodneſs. — 
| [ Kiſſes her Hand, and ExHH 01 
| Enter Theodoret in 2 19 = pen 
Theod. Double bar up all the Doors and Windows: Loi Th 
all the Arms in the Houſe, and be ready for Execution it it 
inſtantly, all of ye. By thoſe Devils that dance in yo Tos 
gogling Eyes, Madam, I'll try if you have piven your (lM Th 
over to Hell ſo far, that you can out at a Key-hole, _ 5 
Por. What means the great He Brute? 
_  Theod. To cut off your Intelligence, Lady, and mib The 
thee, ere I have done, to curſe thy Father and Moth F 
that ler thee learn to write, Seeft thou this, thou im e (© 
claimable profligate Wretch! fogh! ſend you the drag, 7” 
rail'd Miniſter of thy lewd Affairs a hunting, full Cry + Fat 
bout the Town, upon the rank Scent of a brawny back ithe 
Hector! By Heavens! the thought of it makes me loat Por 
the Houſe, and fancy it ſtinks of the foul Sins thou hi phich 
imagin'd in it. | eedin 
Por. Thou barbarous, ill-manner'd, worſe than Beaſt! aſt v 
7 2 —— why made a Priſoner too, at yout * 1 
Wey etter d up, and barr'd | as: 
yerſe? " a LP CY ure ſ 
: Theed Forthe © fame Reaſon other too hot-blooded fe * 
miles are; if poſſible, I would ws 
Breed fpoil'd, „it polladle, 1 not have 4 re ine 
Por. What a Load of Dirt is thy Thick-Sk d * 
withal, if the Tongue were ade to throw it out 2 77 achy 
Theod, Filthy, filthy, fulſome filthy! What, be » D 
Common, follow the Camp! bow lovelily would yuv 
fair Ladyſhip-look, -mpunted upon a (Baggage-Cart, pr Gm 


fing over the reſt of the Captain's dirty Equipage! 


Sylv; If any thing in the World would make mefollow 
Camp, it would be a very ſtrong Fancy I have, that I 


Bill 1 hould never ſce you in one, Sir. — 
| 8 Theod. Your Lady ſhip has reaſon to defend the Soldier's 
Ar auſe: You have married one, as I take it, Madam. Ha, 


2, ha. 

' Por, He in a Camp! he has not Courage enough to ani- 
ate half a Taylour, nor good Humour enough to make 
Spaniel of, nor Senſe enough, if he were that Animal, to 
irn to fetch and carry. 1 
Theod. This will open no Locks, Lady. | 
Por. But there are Inſtraments to be had, that will break 


pen Locks, Sir. 
conſider farther of 


Theod. Will you pleaſe to retire, and 
it in your Chamber, 


Por. No, I'll not ſtir, Sir. 


g 17 = 70d. Nay, by Heav'n, but you ſhall, Madam.“ 
ts Sylv. Nay, by Heav'n, but ſhe ſhall T5 — : £00 
| Father at the Door. 

| make Theod. How! ; % 
Mothe Fath, By Fove, and that's well faid, Pl] ſtand ſtill à little 
_ ind d ſee what's the matter. 
why Theod, Do not drive me to uſe Violence. | 

PB Fath. How! Violence to a fair Lady! that's not fo well, 


ither. 
Por. Hark you, Sir, my Jaylour or my Hang- man; for 
yhich of the two your Office will end in, by your Pro- 
eedings. I cannot imagine: do but touch me, or offer the 
aſt Violence to compel me to a cloſer Conſinement; by 
is injur'd Heart, Til fire the Houſe about your Aſſes 
us: I'll ſooner burn with you, to be reveng'd, than en- 
ure ſuch Inſolence and Torment any longer. 

Theod. Very well. | 

Fath. Vgad, a brave Girl, a delicate Wench! how my 
jagers itch to take her part now! I have a Month's mind 
d eſpouſe her Quarrel and make Friends with poor 
acky again. Honeſt Jacky! *ris the beſt- natur ꝙ Boy in 
ie World, though 1 was ſuch a Beaſt to fall out with him. 
Po-. Inhumane, cruel Theodoret! why do you afflit me 
pp Why do you force the Tears from my poor Eyes, 
= wrack a tender Heart that never wrong d you ?—fWeeps . 
od, 
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 »Thedd, For your Soul's Health, Lady; and the Welfare 

of your waſting Reputarion. A Pox o' your whining! 
come, to your Chamber, to your Prayer-Book and Re- 
e Faſting and Humiliation will be good for you. 
To your Chamber. 

Por. To my Grave firſt, | 
| [Offers to lay hold of her, 
Por. Stand off! Murder! Cramps, Rheums and Palſies, 
with, e&c. thy unmanly Hands. 

Theod. By Heav'n! 
Por. You dare not do't. 
. Theod. Hah! 

Sylv. No, Sir, you dare not do't, you dare not. 

Theod. Davaunt Paſs! Confound me but I ſhall be 
ſcratch'd here preſently tor my Patience. 

Sybv. What an ill-bred Camel 'tis! 

Fath. Nay, and what's more; you ſhall not do't, you 
ſhall'not, Sir. Hob! Is this the Iſſue of your honourable 
Pretenſions? | 

Theod. Et tu Brute! 

Fath,Brute, Brute! Brute me no Brutes, Friend: Ounds 
Lam Man, Fellow; Battoons and Bilboes! Brute! a Gen- 
tleman ! 

Theod. Your Pardon, Sir! 

Sylv. Don't pardon him, Sir. 

Enter Gratian leaning on 4 Staff. 
Grat. Oh, Friend! 
Theod. Poor Gratian ! . 


* . 


Grat. If ever we ought to do any thing for our Safety, 


let us now prepare and look about us: have made hard 
Shift- to hobble bither, my Wound's grown very troublc- 
ſome We are all loſt, 
Theod. I can fear nothing when my Friend's ſo near me. 
Sv. Now Coufin rebel, and force your Freedom nobly. 
Fath, Facky, I hope, Facky at the Head of Mirmidons) 
and declaring for his Property. Look you, Gen'lemen; 
I muſt confeſs I have a Remorſe of Conſcierice, and am 
ſenſible I hive been a Rebel: Wherefore if my Liege Son 
and Heir have recruited his Power and be once more up 
in ums, Loyalty and natural Affection, Friends, 11 
a b Work; 
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are work; I muſt pronounce for Prince Facky ; and here I re- 
ng! folve to detend his Territories. Draws a broad Sword, 
de- Grat. If Prince Facky have Intereſt enough to ges your 
ou. Pardon for Murder Sir, it will be your beſt Way to cloſe 

with him z for, in ſhort, the Atheiſt Daredevil, your Anta- 
goniſt, is dead, Sir. 

Theod, Hah) Dead! 
er. Fath Dead! 
ies, Grat. Ves dead, Sir. 

' Sylv, So much the better, Poreia, let us run up to the 
Leads, and cry our Murder to the Streets this Moment. 

Fath, Then I find, that J am bur a ſhort-liv*d Sinner; 
farewel for ever Old Hock, Sherry Nurmeg and Sugar; 
Seven and Eleven, Sink-Tray, and the Doublers! Never 

be comes better of rebelling againſt one's natural born Chil- 
dreb: I ſhall be hang'd one of theſe Sun-ſhiny Mornings, 
and a Ballad come our in the Afternoon to a lamentable 
ou Eighty eight Tune of the careful Son, and prodigal Father. 
ble Dead, ſaid you Sir? 

Grat. Or, at leaſt, cannot ſurvive half an Hour; therc= 

fore it is my Opinion, that we inſtantly quit the Houſe, 
nds and provide all for our Safety. 
en- Theed, Confuſion, Devils! 

Por, Nay, Sir ſtand faft ! dare but to open a Door, Sir; 
by Heav'n, that Moment Vil alarm the Town: You ſhall 
not think to eſcape, recking with a poor Man's Blood, 
ſhed in defence of me. 5 

Theod. Lady, no fooling; 

Por. No Sir, no fooling: but now, Sir, go you to your 
ty; Chamber, Sir, to your. Chamber ; to your Prayer-Book 
ard and Repentance; Faſting and Humiliation will -be good 
e- for you: To your Cbamber, Sir; as you tender your 

| Neck, Sir. 

ne. Theod. Damnation! unhand me! | 
Por. VII dye, ere I'll unhold you. Think you fo bar= 
mw barouſly- to leave me here in the Houſe with a dead 
m5 Wretch, and have the Pumſhment of hi, borrid Murder 
light on my innocent Head? 
; Theod, What do you reſolve to do, Sir? | 

Fath. Do, Sir! What can l reſolve to do, Sir? I have 
no means to hope to eſcape, Sir: for, in the firſt place, I 

| haye 


rr — — 
* a l 


the next place, for a Diſguiſe, I have no Cloaths but thel: 


like Friends together, ſo: If not, I mutiny ; and the word 


gain, Sir ; tho? the Doctors ſay, ſuch another Fit will cer. 


_ becauſe I will have no Mutiny upon this Occaſion ; in or- 


provide for your Security, as your beſt Diſcretion ſhall dif 


fore, not being good at making Speeches, I will leave the 


26 The ArnzIs T: Or, 
have no Money : and'a Man that kills another without 
Money in his Pockets, is in a very hopeful Condition. It 


you ſee on my Back; with this Tripe Buff Belt here, 
which there is not a Conſtable in the whole City but 
knows, and has had in his Cuſtody, Sword and all. Look 
you, Gentlemen, I have civilly kil'd a Man for your Ser 
vice; if you will reſolve, fairly and ſquarely, to har AE 


is, Diſcover the Plot, the old Boy muſt impeach. 
Enter. Roſard. 


. Oh, Sir! where are you ? 
Grat, Well, Roſard, what's the News now ? 
Roſ. The Gentieman, Heav'n be thank'd, is reviv'd + 


tainly carry him off, The poor Creature is very weak 
but very penitent. 

Fath. In troth, and that's a very ill Sympton; there. 
fore my Opinion is (till I am for hanging all toge- 
ther 


Theod. Hark you, old Ruſt ; you ſay you have no Mony, 
wherefore, during the preſent Interval, in the firſt place, 


der to your Eſcape, there's Mony for you: In the nen 
place, as you want change of Ray ment, here is the Key 
of a ſmall Wardrobe, at the lower end of the Gallery + 
bove, you'll find the Door to it: Equip your ſelf, and 


rect you. 

Fath. Look you, Friend, the ſooner the better; for, to 
tell you the truth, elſe I ſhall make but a ſcurvy matte 
of it at Ty&wrn Croſs ; with a whining, ſuiveling Account WR. 
of breaking the Sabbath, and keeping ill Company. Where 


Opportunity to you, of ſhewing your politer Rhetorick nn; 
ah fave a — of the . There 
no great harm in Murder, when it brings a Man Money. 
[ Aſide, and Exit 
Por. And now my Tyrant Brother, I hope we ftand ot 
even Terms, 
Theod, No, Lady, not yet: There's Life return'd, and 
| . cherefoit 


. f * 
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herefore hopes till z though, at preſent, in ſome meaſure 
comply wich you, and eaſe your Apprebenſions, with. 
Wn the Limits of the Houſe and Gardens you are at your 
W.iberty, but no farther this Night: And, for your ampler 
WS:tisfaction, if I have any Midnight Alarms from your 
WC orreſpondent abroad, there's Entertainment ready for 
Wim, which he may not be very fond of; ſo Good Night, 
is almoſt Ten, Who waits? What hoa, be ready there. 


WCome Gratian. I'll ſee you to your Repoſe, and then to 

y Poſt of Guard. [Ex. Theod. and Grat. 

Por. Ten ! That was the Hour, Phyllis, Beaugard men- 

ioned ? was it not ? 

Phil. It was, Madam. 

Por, Be ready then, all ye propitious Powers, that 

mile on faithful Love; wait, like kind Angels, on him; 

ſtabliſn Conqueſt in his able Hand, and Kindnefs in his 

carr, Oh, Sylvia ! K 

lv. You are tranſported, Couſin! a 

Por. With hopes of Liberty I am indeed: It is an Er- 

ih Woman's natural Right, Do not our Fathers, Bro- 

Whers and Kinſmen often, upon pretence ot it, bid fair for. 
Rebellion againſt their Sovereign? And why ought not 

e, by their Example, to rebel as plauſibly agaiaſt them ? 

Sytv, Moft edifying Doctrine this is, truly. - . - 


| -  [ 4 Whiſtle without. 
Por. The Sign! Hark, the Sign! Phyllis, heard you 
dthing ? [Whifile again. 


"Tis there again; he's true, and I am happy. Sylvia, let 
Ws retire our ſelves; you know your Apartment, for 
Wrecious Miſchief will be ſoon on foot; and Action worthy 
ooe's great Cauſe, Thy Husband too may chance to 
Wave his ſhare in the bus'neſs, and, as I have order'd Mat- 
rs, meet ſomething in the Adventure, to mortifie his 
ring Humour, and reconcile him to his Duty and Alle- 
ice. Hark! [Whiſtle again, 
here, tis once more a Summons to the Citadel to ſur- 
nder. This ſhall, in after Story, be call'd; Captain 
eaugard's befieging of the Widow. 

hich, as tis laid, ſure with Succeſs muſt end, 
ace Juſtice does bis Enterprize attend 4 
ichout, and powerful Love within his Friend, 

2 


SCENE 


g 


wy 


1 


1 * 


$8 Or, 


8 CE NE changes 1% Fields on the Back-fide of 
' a Garden. 


© Enter Beaugard, with 4 Party, 
Beau. Hold, ſtand faſt ; I have juſt now receiv'd Intel. 
ligence over the Garden- Wal}, that our Deſign has taken 
air, and there will be no eaſie Entrance. | 
1 Man. Ah Captain; the time has been, when, under 
your Command, we ſhould have had no need of a Coun- 
eil of War for the atracking ſuch a Fortification as this is, 

Beau, Peace Plunder, Peace, hy Rogue; no Moroding 
now ; we'll burn, rob, demoliſh and murder another 
time together : This is a Bus'neſs mult be done with de- 
cency Hark, k | 
2 Man. Some Company coming, Sir, from the Back- 
Street · Ward. 

Beau. Hold then, Plunder: Do you, with your flying 
Party; hover at a diſtance about the Fields; while I, with 
the reſt of the Body, poſt my ſelf as advantageouſly as þ 
can, to watch the Enemies Motions. — —— [Exennt, 

Enter Theodoret, and his Party, 
 Theod. This way the Noiſe was: Be ſure keep ſafe the 
Garden Gate, and follow me carefully, [ Exit Theod, 
J. , Enter Courtine. 
\ Corr. So, here I am; and now for my Inftructions 
Let me fee, [Reads the Billet.) Pray come diſguiſed, that if 
the Deſogn ſhould miſcarry your Retreat may be the eaſier. 
Your untnomn bluſhing Servant.—— Humph! Bluſbing Ser- 
vant ! Paſſingly modeſt, I'll warrant you ! Pray come di. 
guiſed ! So 1 am, or the Devil's in't; tor I look more like 
a Cut-throat, than any thing elſe. Let me fee; Upon 
this very Spot, the laſt time I. was-here, did I meet m 
damn'd Wife: Avert the Omen, ſweet Heav'n, I beſeech 
thee, And now, as I am conſidering, where can my 
Friend Beaugard be at preſent too? With a Whore, There“ 
that Queſtion anſwer'd. Wherefore, would but my un- 
known bluſhing Servant appear, or give me a kind Sign; 
would but my little Partridge call, methinks-1 could ſo 
ſhuckle, and run, and bill, and clap my Wings about her, 
Hah! | \ Turn, about. 
Eytir 


wy 
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| Enter Theodoret. 
Theod. Stand : Who goes there ? 
Cour. What's the matter now ? : 
1 Ser. Stand, Sir: What are you, Sir? * 
Cour. What am I, Sir! A Man, Sir. 
W Theod. A Man, Sir, we ſee you are: But what Man 
ou, Friend? ö 
cCaur. A Gentleman, Friend; and you had beſt uſe me 
— By Heav'n, Theodoret ! and if I am but diſcover d! 
= 7heod. Hands off, unlocſe him. You are not him we 
dok for, Sir. ö 
Cour, I am glad of that with all my Heart. 
Theod. And therefore I ask your Pardon. But, if you 
Wre a Gentleman, you will aſſiſt one in me, that have been 
Wjured. I have reaſon to believe, my Houſe is now be- 
c by Villains, who have baſe defigns upon the Honour 
f my Family. Wherefore, if you are what you pretend, 
ou'll draw your Sword to do a good Cauſe Juſtice. 
Cour. Sir, I wear .it for no other end ; and you ſhall 
pmmand it.— Ay, 'tis ſo ; Beaugard upon new Exploits 
br the Recovery of his Widow, Nothing but Knight» 
rrantry ſti ring this Moon, | 
Tod. Pleaſe you then, Sir, to ſtay here with my Ser- 
ants, while I walk to the Corner of yon Wall, and 
phat I can diſcover, [Exit Theod. 
Cour. You may truſt me, Sir. Now will I ſhew my 


at i If a true Renegado 3 take Entertainment in Chriſtian Ser- 
_ ice, to betray em to my Brother Turk. upon the firſt 
7 s_ 


pportunity, And ſo, my bluſhing Unknown, you may 


4 f. en ſtay your Stomach with your Sheets for this Night. 
like | Re-enter Theodoret. n 
pon Theod, They are here, ſtand faſt; be reſolute, and be re- 
& rarded, | | | 

eec 


Enter Lucretia. 
Luc, Now, for a convenient Opportunity to do a 
ilchief: Beawgard, I find, is come, and my kind Miſtreſs 
unctual to Appointment in the Garden. Now, could I 
t order the Affair ſo, as to ſlur Beaugard upon her, in- 
_ cad of my ſelf; and her upon him, inſtead of Porcia, my 
onſcience would be ſatisfied ; and be, Mr. Courtine, my 
val Widow, and the Wife, ſerv'd all in their kind. 
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Theod. Hold, Sir! What are you? [ To Beau. at the Entranc, 
Cour. Ay; Now, now. . 

Beau. No, matter, Sir; this is not a time of Night to 
anſwer Queſtions. : 

Theod. Nay, then — :“ 

Beau. Nay, now Sir; and when elſe you thiok fitting, 

Sir: I am the Man you look for; and you are him I wilt 

to meet here. 

Caur. Now how the Devil I ſhall do to tilt Booty; Hang 
me like a Dog if I can imagine. 

Beau. Come on there. | 
| Theod. You paſs upon your Death. — 
Brau. I have learnt to ſcorn Death more finte firſt you 

threatned it; 

I ſee your Numbers too, and come prepar'd ; 

Porcia's my Claim, and here I'll win or loſe her. 

Theod. Then take thy due; and dye like a midnight 

Thief. Fall on. | 
[Beav. and Theod, engage, and their Parties. Beau. and 

Theod. quit each other. Beau. falls upon Courtine ani 

* Theod. won Beaugard's Party; who retire from him, 
4 Cour. does from Beau. off from the Stage. 

'Theod. He runs, be runs; the half. bred Hector“ runs i 
Falſe Cards and Dice, and Quarr-pot Brothel Brawls, were 
fitter for- his Management, than honourable Difference: 
Hark, cluſhing of Swords ſtill! by Heav'n I miſs our 
Friend, the honourable Stranger, that ſo generouſly took 
cur Party; if it be him, let's ou”, and give him Succour, 

[Enter Beaugard driving in Courtine. who retires beyond 

| the reach of his Sword. 

Beau. Baſe Raſcal! Coward, flic! 
Cour. No, Sir, I ſtand ſtock ſtill, and won't ſtir an Inch; 
but fince you are ſo uncivil, reſolve not to fight a ſtroke 
more: So there's my Sword, and here's your humbe 

Servant, 

Beau. Conrtine ! 

Cour, The ſame, 

_ Beau, And thou my Enemy too ! 
Cour. No, Sir, your Friend, had you been wiſe enough i 
to have found it. I came hither diſguis'd, for a Realon i 
you ſhall know hereafter ;. but failing i to the hands q 
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e Enemy, was forced to take Party againſt you, for fear 

being beaten for you: Yet with a deſign of — 
Would you have given me leave. But you, when you ſhould 
Wye kept at the head of your Friends, took a particular 
Wncy to be tickling my ſmall Guts, and now you ſee 


ting, bat you have got by it. 1 . 
wilt Beau. Then farewel for ever poor Widow. But ſtay, it 


rere baſe and unmanly to give it over ſo Let me ſce— 
dme thy Diſguiſe, quickly, quickly, quickly, my Ima- 
ination's Warm. 
Cour. Ay, with all my Heart, and glad to be rid of it 
| [ Diſguiſes Beaugard, 
Beau. Take this, and rally my ſcatter d Forces. { Gives 
i, Whiſtle.) They know the Sign; and cannot be far 
under the Conduct of Plunder that was my Serjcant 
road, thou know ſt bim; make what haſte is poſſible. 
| be hereabouts, and be near me, if any new Diſaſter 
ould happen. | | | 
Cour. Well, with all my Heart for once: here is a new 
fign in Embrio now; though I fancy when we have got 
I we ſhall never make of this Widow what ſhe has 
us. , %., ju 
Beau. No more; I hear Company; Vaniſh—[ Exit Cour, 
| Enter Theodoret, — 
Theod. This way 1 think 1 heard it: Look, is not that 
Oh my dear generous Friend, let me embrace you: I 
pe you are come off well. Q 
Beau. Very well, Sir, I thank you, if I were but well 
f from this place; I fear the Man 1 had to deal withal is 
* — I left him ſtagg ring. Security were beſt for 
all. Sir. . 
Theod. My Houſe ſhall be your Sanctuary, and Ill die 
th you but I'll protect you. 
Beau. | gad, and that's kindly faid, as things ſtand be- 
reen us, and if he knew all. [ Afede: 
Theod. Open the Garden-gate there: You ſhall reſt your 
fin an Arbour, while I diſpoſe of the groſs of my Fa- 
y, and prepare an Apartment for your Privacy. 


n OMP UT TT TIES 


nouph Beau. It I bad dy'd in your Quarrel, Sir, a Generoſity 
Realof e this had over-rewarded it. (Cour. at the Entrance. 
nds ov. Stand (till ye beaten ſcat er d Scoundrels, I think 
the $ he, follow me but at a diſtance, Theod. 


= 


me Rogues. | [ Exeun 


| | 
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Theod. Open the Gate I ſay there; come Sir — 
| enter the Gardn 
Cour. The Stratagem ſueceeds, and Troy at laſt is take 
| Enter Lucretia. 

Tuc. O dear Sir, are not you Captain Beawgard ? 
Cour. The ſame, my dear Child, the fame; haſt the 
any good ridings for me? | 
Luc. The private door of the Garden on the other (4 
is opened, and you may enter, Sir. My poor Lady is dj 
ing almoſt with deſpair, that ſhe ſhall never ſee you more 

Could you now tell me News of Captain Courtine ? 
Cour. Hah! Does then my Bluſhing unknown belong t 
theſe Territories? It muſt be ſo. Captain Qurtine is jut 
ne in before Sweer-heart, therefore if thou art a tr 


riend to Love, quickly conduct me. Cour. 
Tuc. I'll ſhew you Sir, into the Door, where you mi Cour. 
conceal your ſelf in one of the Arbours till I go throq Cour. 
the Houſe, and bring you farther Intelligence. Theog 


Cour. And if my Adventure happen really to be at the end 
of this bufineſs, my Friend and I ſhall not, I fancy, pk 
our time very uncomfortably. Rogues follow me, foloa 


SCENE the Garden. 


Beaugard looking out an Arbour. 
Beau. So, ſo, thus tar I am 142 it is as dark, 
as if the Devil himſelf were abroad a ſolacing amonglt il 
Company of Northern Wirches to Night: If Courtine di 
but enter d with my Mirmidons, the Widow's infallibly ul 
my own, Hift! Who comes here? 

Enter Lucretia. 


Luc. Sir, Sir, where are you? | 
Bean. Here, here, my Friend. T wait you; 1 

Lucr. Friend! Is not your Name 

Beau. My Name. what! what can this mean? [ Aſ 
Tue. Beaugard Come, come I know you: You neti 
not diſtruſt your ſelf, my deſign is to do you Service 
your Porcia knows you are here, and expects you with be 
Arms open; follow me. 
| Sean. Be thou my good or bad Angel, at the charm "ol 


Name I muſt. follow thee, though thou lead me to 
dition. | _ 
Lucr. Softly, no noiſe, this way, give me your Hand. 
| 15 Exeamt. 

5 Enter Courtine. 

Cnr. Hold, let me ſee; ay, there I think is an Arbour 
I will creep in, and lye as cloſe, as a Coward in the 


duld at a Sea- fight. 
Enter Theodoret. 


rk! Friend! Friend! Where are you? ln 
Cour, Ha! that's another ſort of Voice than the Young- 
r's | depend upon. By Heav'n, Theodoret. LAſide. 

Theod. Friend, Friend, I ſay, where are you? 

Cour. Ay, but the Devil a word you get out of me. [ Aſede; 
Cour, Why Sir Friend, do not you hear me? | 
Cour, No. | ([A. 


| a Flambeaux. | 
Cour. That may not be ſo well neither, my Aſſairs will 
Wt agree with the Light, as I take it. LAſide. 
Ded. May be he's fallen aſleep; let me ſee. [Grapes in- 
the Arbour and feels him.] Tis even ſo! What boa, 
| [ Courtide ſnores. 
end, Friend, awake, your Chamber's ready, and I ſtay 
you. 
wr. Who's there? What are you? 


Theod, Huſh, make no noife ; but come away. | 
Cour. Is it you, Sir ?——He miſtakes me for Beang ard, 


ope. 

Theod. The ſame: I wait upon you, follow me, 
Cour. If he diſcover me, all again is ruin'd ; but Dark- 
„ hope, and Impudence, will befriend a good Cauſe. 


i | [ Exennt. 
14 SCENE Daredevil's Chamber. 
u D 


© 4 þ only one ſmall Lamp burning, and Daredevil anthe Beg 


with be Dared. Oh! oh! oh! my Wounds and my Sims! Con 
ice, Conſcience, Conſcience, bow (all I quiet thee! 


harm a [Beaugard's Father as the our 
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Theod, Hereabouts it was I left him. It is wonderfully. * 


Theod. I am ſure this muſt be the Arbour; I'll run and 


LAloud, as if frighted ſuddenly; 


— — 


„ „„ The Arnerst: Of, 
"and be damn d at laſt, How do you do, Sir? How do ya 
Died. Oh very ill, Heav'n knows! within fewy how 


- 
- 


| Fath, This cowardly Chicken-hearted Raſcal will di 


find your felf? 


of a Grave, and without preat of a deeper place: 
Who ever you are, if you have any ity. procure me 
ſome Conſcientivus Godly Divine to unburden my ſel d 
my 2 to. We 

Fath. This puling, whining, in „ within 
theſe two A weak Vſpteming: Bugs I ks bang! 
now for ſuch a Varlet! ſhall I fend you a Divine, ſaid vc 


Sir? 

Dared. It would be a great Favour, and a Comfort to 
me, Sir. a. 

Fark. In try what I can do for you, ſince 1 ſee you 
condition ſo dangerous; a Pox of your queaſie Conſcience, 
There is no ſafety for me in ſtaying here, that's one thing, 
the Houſe being certainly beſet for the apprehending ſon: 
body: For looking out at the Wardrobe Window as 1 will 
drefſing my ſelf, I obfery'd fix or ſeven arm'd Rogue 
with hangmanly Faces, ſneaking and ſtulking about th 
Garden, that's another thing; efore I will haſten ani 
finiſh my Diſguiſe; and if there come an Alarum, take ti 
faireſt opportunity to get off in it; and that for me will if 
the beſt thing. [Exit Fail 

Enter Courtine. 


Cour. To what an inſignificatt purpoſe have I taken 1 
this pains to Night? here have I been put into a Ro en 'r 
with a Bed in it, with, Pray, Sir, will you pleaſe to u onve 
pw reſt; in the Devil's Name; When my defign has ne De 

to take my Reſt, but my Recreation: I fancy I heard ii 
kind, ſmall; complaining Voice this way too, and muſt it 


t confeſs my ſelf in & very good-naror'd Humour oclai 
very muchiinelined'to ſuccour any diftreffed Dutnſel rhit M 
wants a Companion to paſs away a tedious Night with Com 
Dared. Ohl oh! Would: but this dear Man come now! got 

_ Cour, Hah! hark! That muſt certainly be me ſhe mean 


nay, I am fare ont: Ion a lictle farther. 

Darda, Oh Hit Libs 
Cn. Where att thou, thou poor Creature? I am com 
to domfort thee, - | 8 1 


- 
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Dared. 1 wiſh you bad come a little ſooner, [ am very; 
Cony, Alas, kind Soul, ſhe's fick with- paſſionate Ex- 


vill die 
do you 


+ hou Ration: This muſt be my bluſhing, unknown Servant, 
place: the leaſt. 

Ire we Dared. Whereabonts are you? Give me your Hand bi- 
ſelf er, will you? 


Cour. Here, here it bn. my Heart too, thou haſt 
both: Pl} ſwear ſhe has a well grown Palm, by the 

ole of Proportion Pi warrant her a Swinger: But no 

Whatter, tis in the dark. [Aue. 

Dared. Heart, ſaid you, Sir? Alas! my poor Heart's 

eaking. 

Cour. Breaking, dear Soul! No, no, never fear it; IA 

ye thee a Recipe — keep it 1 warrant on This 

the moſt Romantick Adventure. to unareſſung elf. 

Porcia and Phillis — the Door. 

Por. Has then 1 gorten entrance art thou ſare? 

Cour. Hah! 

Phil. Madam; fo fare, char his Vales For bine is here in 

he Houſe, and told me ſo bimſelf. 

Cour. Whar's that ? 

Por. Then now my Part begins: Was there ever ſuch 

bumane Cruelty committed, a Wretch' barbaroufly mur- 

r'd and expos'd, without comfort or faccour? 

Cour. Murder, ſaid they? What, Manſlaying! when all 

y thoughts were upon nothing but Manmak ing. I gad 

en tis time that I take care for one, and *cill a+ better 

onveniency offer it ſelf, here's my Burrough. Murder in 


within 
bang! 
id yot 


fort u 


e you 
ciency, 
thing 
g ſore ! 
8 I ws f 
dogues ol 
our the 
ten a 
ake te 
will xl 
Faith, 


aken al 
| Room 
to tale 


has ne Devil's name. er & they ſay now? 

heard! [ Creeps ander the Bed. 
muſt i Por. No, no, my 'Conſcienes will nor bear it, I muſt 
u mom, oclaim it to the World: What hoa there, Murder, Mur- 


el rhit r, Murder! 

with, Cour. Oh Lord, here's a comfortable Condicion 1 
now {nx into, 

means „ the Chirargeon. ay there is certainly no 


rr? 
Phil, Only a tbin kin Wound on the outſide of bis 
lly, but chat the Force of Fear in the Cowardly-heart- 


8 Fellow, will let him think of ab: a Grave und 
rnatien. For. 


— 2 — — 
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Por. The preſent Advantage of it then muſt be in 
prov'd: Wherefore, I ſay, the ſtinging of my Conſcien 
will not let me reſt, I dare not conceal this Murde 
Murder, Murder, Murder! Cry Murder you Witch, a 
alarm the Houſe. , 
Phil. Here is ſomebody coming already, Madam. 
/  Pox, Stand ſtill and obſerve then. 
5a, Enter Beaugard. . 
Beau. I think it was this way, but no matter, for I 
ſure 1 reign Lord Paramount of this Caſtle now: The x 
gry jealous Brother is gone to Bed, and all his warlike f 
mily, where he lies as faſt, and ſnores and gapes fo wide 
one might ſteal the Widow out of his Mouth if ſhe wer 
there: Now could I but find the way to her Ladyſhip| 
Chamber, while Plunder is, according to Orders, wit 
his Crew binding the drowzy Rogues of the Family i 
their Beds! What an opportunity would that be! For ther 
is but one way of making a ſlippery Widow ſure to you, 
For. No matter, happen bow it will, I ſay again it i 
crying Sin, it is an Abomination, tis a — Ab! 
[Seeing Beau. diſguis d, is frighted and run, os 
Beau. Hah! What do Ghoſts walk here at this times 
—— and in Petticoats too; Nay, then have at you, 
5 orms. | 
Going out. is met by his Father, diſgnisd like a Phanatid 
Preacher 


Fath. Yes, verily, and indeed it is an Abomination, 
burning Shame, and a lewd Abominatiun. 

Beam. Hell and the Devil! My Spirit in Pettycoats tht 
ſqueak'd Abomination in Ela, coverted to the fleſhly ſim 
lirude of a Holy Brother, that Cants it in Gamut 
Hoh! Speak, what art thou? 

Fath. A Miniſter of Peace to wounded Conſciences. | 
come here by appointmeat with an Olive Branch in n 
mouth, to viſit a Mortal Ark toſs'd and floating in flood 
of its own Tears, for its own Frailties. , 
Beam. And are you really, Sir, a Man? Really the Go 
y Implement you appear to be, for the ſcowring of fol 
Conſciences? J 1, an” 
Dared. Ha! ha! ha! Godly Implement! it has almd 
made me laugh; that's a merry Gentleman, I'll wars 
kim: Oh h h! 9 Fee ene 


* 8 4 CI 
1 . 7 


* : —y „ 2 | 
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Fach. 1 am, Friend, I tell thee, an Ioſtructer of the 
hoſen; Thou ſavour ſt of the old Man, ſtand off, and 
Murr o not pollute me with too near communication: I come 
> convert a Sinner to the Truth; it was I that convert- 
J 25 ſome fay no body; and expounded the groans 
o the Proteſtant Board. How fareth our Brother? 
Dared. Alas, Sir, very weak ; upon the point of Diſſo- 
tion, and tormented with the Stings of a terrify'd Con- 
cience. n S io 

Fath. Lay then one Hand upon thy Heart. 


Dared. I do fo. * | | 
Fath. Lend me the other; that in the pouring forth thy 


\ 


or | ini 
The u 
like F 
ſo wid 


— 


he wer ins, thy rigbt hand not know what thy left hand dotb. 

dy ſhip! Beau. A very material Point that is truly. =_— 

6 w Fach. Thou haft liv'd in Wickedneſs long. | 

mily i Dared. From ſixteen to eight and forty, without the 

or then ſt Repentance, or a Thought of it. fed. tis * 
to you, Fath. A very dangerous ſtate; but for thy. darling Sins, ö 
in it rin, what ? j $4 


Dared. Drunkenneſs. 
Fath. A very pernicious Sin, and of the Devil's own 
nſtirution; for it ſets our Souls of fire: Nay, it ſets our 
oſes offire, and ſets. Houſes o fire. Drunkenneſs —— 
5 
Dared. Never but t H. of Pollution 
do: Bawdy-Houſes, Sir. mY 25 
Fath. So much the worſe: For if Bawdy-Houſes, be 
urnt, what civil Family in this City ſleeps fafe ? I never 
2 ta Bawdy-houſe in my Life, that's my comfort. Tem. 
Dared. Whoredom, Adultery! | 
Fath, For Adultery, I mean corrupting of other Mens 
ives, let me tell you it is a crying Sing, and a very loud 
ie too; but do you repent? 7 | ; | 
Dared. From the bettom of my Heart. ar 
foo peas. 504 Heaven de thank'd, there's no harm in plain 
Fath. No more to be ſaid then; be comf. | 
lolve thee: But with whom was this — * 


. 
time 
Jou, 


g of rte lat? | 
* Dared. With my Boſom Friend's N | 

"A v much better of me. = e 
- Om" 0919 492 eee 
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Bran. And that was very friendly done of thee truly. 
Fu. Impudent Rugue! Bo wh ſhe very young ? 
"Beats. Ay, now the feeling, circu Queſtions arc 


ſtarting. 
Dire. About Eighteen ; and not yet wedded a full Year, 
Farb. Voluptuous Dog! But handiom too? Was the very 
m? 

Darell. Too beturiful. to has had ſo little Virtue. 
Farb. Her Name, her Name! Tell me her Name. Quick. 

ly, I fay unto thee, let me know ner Name. 
Secret, Sir 


Beau. Well ſaid, well ſaid there, old Fornication! 
Fh. Then'thou art damn d, and I do 15e whe, ther 


Harra. That I have promiſed ſhall forever be a 


I muſt know this pterious young Harlot. dt, 
Once more T toy ber items i (4 

Dura. But I have ſworn, Sir; you'd not have me be 
forſworn? 


Tab. A mortal Sin in it ſelf; Swearing is another Sin 
Farewell, III have no more to do with thee: Thy Sin 
are of too deep a Dye, and Satan be upon thee—A dani 
Rogue not to tell me her Name 
Daved, Oh! oh! dear Sir come back 2gain, and leare 
me not in this deſperate, deſponding, ſad Con tion, / 
Exit Faule. 
- Venn. If he his any mercy in this Caſe but upon bis own 
conditions he's no Father of mine'I'm-ſure ont. [4d 
Enter Lucretia. 

Tuc. Oh, Sir, 1 am ghd have met with youz . a word 
with" you in private; turn, turn this way. into the nen 
4 Room quickly; Porcia, Porcia, your Widow Porcia, Sir. 
| 9 ſpeak, where is ſhe, thou pretty, ſmiling 
my am to bring her to you this moment; No mor 
Words. but in Sir, in, if v libe happy. 
1 —4 pPorria Porriu, ſald he? Then lam fure it maſt 
ard; a pretty Pimp that, I'll warrant him, IA 

Aud all cult hee? | 
22 Why ſhould I deceive yo0¹ 
Beau. Be ſure thou doſt not, as thou loveſt ihe welfart 
- of dle ft, tender Outfidez/ adicu for a minute - Ei 
That minute gives her to bur Poſſeſſion, Sir 
cn Hiſt! the Obaſt is now clear. $i 
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Su. Where are yon, Ill- nature? 
Luc, Here, tortur d with my Longings: Where are 
Sv. Why do ou make me do this? 

Lus. Is that a now? Turn, turn into the dark 
hamber: I'll but ſecure this —_ and-then N — 
Too n. 

lv. Don't ſtay too long. 

Gur How. afraid ſhe is, leſt he ſpould come agein too 


LAfius. 
3 . 141 ay— chat is from yon as faſt as I 
n; for I hope 1 have fitted you. C Evie Sylvia. 
Cour. Nay Teach, if ads de the Cuſtom the Houſe, 
Enn l 
Re- enter 'Father. 
Farb. Tronble me no more, 1 
faded, I will know the 1 
moniſn her; for it has been of ancient Nude in di 
pious Offices, to make our Converts conte, not only 
they know, but all chat 3 


1.414.” nd bob 8 beat 4 
9 and Adulteries; Blaſphem 


-boys,. 

* of, akin — one ide of the Stage, one from le 
uf us 2 — at thy door diready... 

— | Seream"'again, 
wr. Nay; El k, and think to alerum 
Houſe, if do not behave my ſelf like a true Friendito 
I am; miſtaken, and ſo here 1 am poſted, and thus 
maintain the Paſe, | 
Goes. 0 the dear where Beau. and his Wife are, and draws: 
his Sword to defend it. A FRA 

2 | Zac, 


* 


EFT. 


* 


— 
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Luc. L At the Door. ] Well ſaid, my civil, dear and friend) 


Cuckold. 
Enter Theodoret and Porcia crying. 
Theod. Come forth, thou Strumpet. 
Por. Nay, cruel Theodoret, do not, do not kill me: ber 
en my Knees 
Conr. How's this? Porcia taken there, and my! Friend, 
here in private with Forcia too 
- Theod. By Heav'n thou dy'ſt this moment. 
Dur. By Hell though bur ſhe ſhall not, Sir. 
Enter Sylvia, and Beaugaid picrſuing her. 
. Nay, Madam, then! How's this? my Widow plit 
in twain! My Porcis there, and Porcia here too? Confound 
me, s Wite! I have done finely. 
Theod. You'll juſtifie this uſage? 
Cour. You ſee, Sir, I am reſponſible, e him Beni. 
Beau. By Heav 'n unhand her, or — Nay, look Sir well, 
ou'll know me. [Throws of his Diſguſs 
Por. My faithful Soldier! 
Beau. My victorious Widow ! [She runs into his Arm, 
Theod. Call up my Servants there, raiſe all the Houſhold. 
Beau. 3 t. 3 8 
| Gives the Sign, and bis P 
See, here are thoſe that are ready to wait on you, 575 
haye any Service to command them 
Theod. And I wilt fins em Service that ſhall warm 'em 
Exit, 
Cour. Now, I fancy, by this Lady's concealing bit 
ſhe may be a diſcovery worth the making. Madam, you 
ſee here mo. Friend is unconſtant, but truly apr dy 
ever wean him from this Widow here Sylvia! M 
Wife! — ik rigid virtuous Wife! my damn d, conf 
Wi 
Beats, Now here are very hopeful. matters towards. 
Cour. It was very courteouſly done of me, Beawugars, 
gu hne n. with my own Witt, 
4 ? ' 
Bea. Ney, let us not quarrel, Ned: Pl vive thee 1 
928 friendly account of this matter to-morrow between out if 
— in the mean time be ſatisfy d, I have not wrong 


Fa 
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Por. Will you never leave this Foraging into other Folks 


— — Widow of mine, you had a Finger 


in the Plot, t 
25 * 
« Your humble Servant, my. Deareſt! I am only 
clad of this fat opportunity, to be rid of you. my Deareſt: 
— Desreſt, I ſhall drink my Drink, my Dear- 
ec 1 ſhall Whore my Deareſt; and ſo long as I can Pimp 
ſo handſomly 1 Deareſt, I hope if ever we re- 
turn into the Country, you'll wink at a ſmall Fault now and 
then with the Dairy-Wench, or Chamber- Maid, my Deareft. 
Sylv. I always was a Burden to your fight, * 

mul be this Um esd on' t. 

Cour. With all my Heart! rey grant i would for 


ever. 

Butter Theodoret. 
Theed. My Doors lockt up! my Servants gagg d and 
bound! I am betray'd, undone, and 1'l] not live to bear it. 
Beau. Nay, hold, Sir, none of that neither: This De- 
ſign was not laid for a Tragedy. 
Theod., How do you intend to deal with ne?? 
Beaw, Like a Gentleman, Sir, though you hardly de- 
ſerve it of mey In ſhort, this Lady is in my Charge now. 
and you in my Power; and by her Authority, this — 
her own Houſe, I bave made thus bold with it; and 
take care to diſpoſe her hereafter out of the reach of your 
mercileſs Tyrannyz nay; if this reverend Perſon do 
us the friendly Office, though I have often day war it, 
am ready to do it pow DESO 
thou lend me thy 
Dared. Heh! 
Per. Rile, Sir! Won't you riſe? If your old Friend and 
I make a Match on't, I you'll be ſo kind to dance at 


the Weddi 
Divi, iwks, Madam! I am dying. 


. That's falſe, to my know ge, Madam: For the 


Surgeon told me laſt dreſſi s t a Wound, 
he had much ado to k * xg N 


Dared, Yes, by the he me oe when b had done wi 
| MS 


Oy” . 
* 
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Por. Faith, Captain, be — the old Gentleman, 
methinks, purpoſes very modęrate 7. : 3 
Fath. It ſhall be fo, ſhe ſhall . Daughter - in- Law, 
though I inyert the Order of Duty, and ask her Bleſſing. 
Beau. Look you, Sir: Though you have been a very 
ungracious Father, upon condition that you'll promiſe to 
leave off Gaming, and tick to your Whoring and Drink- 
ing, I will treat with you. | 
Fath, The truth on't is, I have been to blame, Fack! 
But thou ſhalt find me hereafter very obedient ; that is, pro- 
vided I have my Terms: which are theſe, _ 
Beau. Come on, then. | | 
Fath, Three Bottles of Sack, Fack, per Diem, without 
Deduction, or falſe Meaſure: Two of Tobacco 
der Month; and that of the beſt too. J 
Cour, Truly this is but reaſonable. ; 
Fath. Buttock-Beef and March Beer at Dinner, you 
Rogue: A young Wench of my own-chufing, to wait on 
no body but me: Always Mony in my Pocket: An old 
Pacing Horſe, and an Elbowy- Chair. TH. 
Beau. Agreed, You ſee, Sir, already, I am beginning 
o ſettle my Family; and all this comes by the Dominion 
Chance has over us. By Chance you took the Charge of 
an old Father off from my Hands, and made 4 Chaplain 
df him. By the ſame fort of Chance I have taken this 
dy off from your Hands, and intend to make her an- 
her Ty of Domeftick. What fay you, Sir? Are you con- 
enred? + \ | 
Theod, I cannot tell whether I am or no. 
Beau. Then you are not ſo wife a Man as I took you for; 
In the mean time; for your Liberty, you myſt diſpenſe 
with the want of it, *till I haye this Night ſecured the 
Bafety of my Widow. Your Friend Gratian, becatiſe of 
bis Wounds, is only lock'd in his Chamber, and may take 
bis Reſt as otherwiſe, For the other part of the Family; 
care not to make Excuſcs. | 
Thus flill, with Power in hand, we treat of Peace; 
But when 'tis ratify d. Suſpicions ceaſe : 
The Conquer d to recruiting Labour: move; 
Like me, the Victor, Crowns his Eaſe, with Love. 
E4 EF I- 
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By Mr. Duke of Cambridge. 


T'is not long, ſence in the noiſre Pit 

I Timultuons Faction /ate the Fudge of Wit; 
There Knaves d what their Block heads writ. 
£4 @ Whig-Brother's Play, the Bawling Crowd = 

Burſt out in Shouts, as zealous; and as loud. 

A when ſome Member's flout Election-Beer 

Gains the mad Voice of a whole Drunken Shire, 
And yet, even then, our Poet's Truth was try'd, 

Tho *twas a Devliſh Poll to ſtem the Tyde; | 

And thi he ne er did Line of Treaſon write, | 

Nor made one Rocket on ,Oucen Beſle's Night, 

Such was his Fortune, or ſo good his Cauſe, | 

Even then he fail d not wholly of Applauſe. 

He that could then eſcape, now bolder grows: 


Since-the Whig · Tyde runs out, the Loyal flows, 


All you who lately here preſum d to bawl, 
Take Marning from your Brethren at Guild-Halls 
The Spirit ot Rebellion there is quel * 
And here your Poct's Acte are all repeal'd: | 
Impartial Juſtice has reſum d again : 
Hey Seat, nor bears the Sword in vain. 
The-Stage ſhall laſh. the Follies of the Times, 

And the Laws Vengeance overtake the Crimes. 
The perjur'd Wretch ſhall no Protection gain | 
From his diſhonour'd Robe and Golden Chain; 


—_ , 
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